W-:  -x  -m 


%J-'  ^^m'^^^ 


-''^^- 


of  ^ 


KiN/O    XAI.HNTINJ, 

CON'TK     1)1      I.AVIANO. 


LETTERS  AND  DRAWINGS 
OF  ENZO  VALENTINI 

CONTE    DI    LAVIANO 

ITALIAN  VOLUNTEER  AND   SOLDIER 
TRANSLATED   BY 

FERNANDA    BELLACHIOMA 


VI 


LONDON 

CONSTABLE    &    COMPANY    LTD 

1917 


fLVCTUAT^-f 


Printed  in  Great  Britain. 


PREFACE 

When  Italy  declared  war  on  Austria  in 
May,  191 5,  Enzo  Valentini,  who  wrote  these 
letters,  was  a  boy  of  18.  Son  of  Luciano 
Valentini,  Conte  di  Laviano,  Sindaco  of 
Perugia,  and  Cristina  Valentini-Faina,  he 
came  of  a  stock  which  on  both  sides  has  ever 
given  itself  for  Italian  Unity  and  Liberty. 
Being  under  the  age  of  conscription,  without 
hesitation  and  with  his  parents'  full  consent, 
Enzo  Valentini  volunteered  in  the  famous 
Umbrian  regiment,  to  which  the  brothers 
Garibaldi,  lately  returned  from  victories  in 
the  Argonne,  had  been  assigned  as  officers. 
Delicately  nurtured,  of  not  very  strong 
physique,  and  devoted  to  natural  history, 
literature  and  art,  he  gaily  endured  all  the 
discomforts  of  the  life  of  a  private  soldier. 
After  a  month's  training  in  Perugia  he  left 
for  the  front,  where  he  remained  until 
October  22nd  of  the  same  /ear,  when  he 
entered  into  rest. 

The  letters  sho\/  that  the  motive  force  of  his 
life  was  Love.  Every  letter  breathes  it.  Love 
of  country,  love  of  family,  love  of  his  fellow 
soldiers.    And  clear,  amazingly  clear  in  one  so 
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young,  was  the  ideal  to  be  attained  in  this  war 
by  love  :  the  freedom  of  Europe  from  mili- 
tary despotism,  and  particularly  the  redemp- 
tion of  Italians,  who  in  Trent,  Trieste  and 
Dalmatia  ever  lived  under  the  shadow  of 
the  Austrian  gallows.  "  O  ye  that  love  the 
Lord,  see  that  ye  hate  the  thing  which  is  evil  " 
(Ps.  97),  and  he  truly  hated  the  evil  personified 
in  Austria,  because  he  loved. 

Until  the  supreme  moment  opportunities 
for  heroic  action  did  not  present  themselves 
amid  the  drudgery  of  his  brief  months  at  the 
front.  And  when  the  moment  came  he  never 
faltered.  When  the  word  so  long  desired  was 
given  for  his  company  to  attack  the  Sasso  of 
Mezzodì  he  was  first  out  of  the  trench,  and  by 
his  impetuous  rush  under  an  infernal  lire  he 
encouraged  the  others,  as  his  companions  bear 
witness.  Then  he  fell,  shot  in  the  breast  by 
three  shrapnel  balls,  and  fittingly  he  lies  at 
peace  close  by  the  field  of  his  glory. 

His  last  recorded  words,  "  It  is  finished," 
witness  that  in  him,  as  in  the  Master,  Love  had 
accomplished  its  sacrifice  for  the  Ideal. 

"  Measure  thy  life  by  loss  instead  of  gain  ; 
Not  by  the  wine  drunk  but  the  wine  poured  forth  ; 
For  Love's  strength  standeth  in  Love's  sacrifice  ; 
And  whoso  suffers  most  hath  most  to  give." 

Percy  Frost. 
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LETTERS    OF    ENZO 
VALENTINI 

My  dearest  Mother, 

I  am  writing  to  you  in  the  train,  seated 
close  to  the  window,  my  paper  on  my  soldier's 
flask,  while  I  am  crossing  the  Tuscan  country 
on  which  the  grace  of  evening's  benediction 
falls  from  the  immense  vault  of  sky  full  of 
spirit,  holy  as  the  vaulted  roof  of  a  cathedral. 
From  Arezzo  I  sent  a  hasty  greeting  to  you 
whilst  the  assembly  was  being  called.  This 
morning  they  loaded  us  with  ammunition  for 
our  rifles  and  for  our  mouths,  and  then  they 
made  us  march  to  the  station  through  the 
town  beflagged  and  crowded,  through  a  cloud 
of  dust  which  was  varied  with  a  continual 
rain  of  flowers.  Everybody  saluted  me,  em- 
braced me,  kissed  me,  covered  me  with 
flowers — acquaintances  and  friends  as  well 
as  people  unknown  to  me,  or  almost  so — with 
a  burst  of  affection  which  touched  me. 

When  I  saw  you  on  the  balcony  standing 
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near  the  flag,  I  swear  to  you,  Mother,  I  felt 
a  pain  in  my  heart  arising  from  all  my  tears 
unshed,  and  also  for  fear  that  in  the  countless 
crowd  you  should  be  unable  to  see  me.  But 
your  mother's  heart  guided  your  glance,  and 
so  I  had  the  joy  of  a  long  look  at  you,  so  long 
as  I  was  in  sight.  I  do  not  tell  you  my  feelings, 
because  I  felt  your  heart  so  close  to  mine  ;  so 
one  with  mine,  that  I  cannot  put  in  alpha- 
betical characters  what  we  said  to  each  other 
in  the  Infinite  and  in  the  Eternal.  At  the 
station  I  received  innumerable  kindnesses 
from  all.  The  butt  of  my  rifle  is  covered  with 
signatures  and  good  wishes.  Major  Amoretti 
delivered  the  flag  to  me  by  the  hands  of  Miss 
Gavotti  and  kissed  me  on  the  cheek. 

In  the  train  we  were  close  packed  but  merry, 
and  at  every  station  we  received  demonstra- 
tions of  sympathy.  The  flag  is  by  my  side  ; 
I  feel  the  presence  of  the  august  symbol 
wrapped  in  its  covering,  as  one  realizes  the 
divinity  of  the  consecrated  Host  beneath  the 
cover  of  the  chalice  ;  and  all  my  heart  is  full 
of  pride,  of  faith,  of  love  ;  of  love  for  that 
Country  which  you  resembled  in  that  high 
balcony — pale,  upright,  but  with  dry  eyes. 

How  much  I  value  now  your  true  worth  ! 
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Each  kilometer  that  passes  and  takes  my 
body  far  from  you,  from  father  and  brothers, 
is  like  the  beat  of  a  wing  which  bears  my  soul 
towards  you. 

Just  now  we  are  coming  out  of  a  tunnel 
into  the  sun,  from  darkness  into  light  ;  this 
is  Life  and  this  is  Death  :  think  of  it  and  do 
not  weep.  Kiss  father.  Carlo  and  the  grand- 
parents ;  remember  me  to  Toto,  to  whom  I 
will  write. 

A  kiss  and  a  blessing.  " 

Your  son,     Enzo. 

Between  Arezzo  and  Florence. 

15.7.1915. 
The  volunteers  salute  you. 


During  the  Journey. 

From  Bologna,  16.7.1915. 
I  arrived  here  about  four  p.m.     I   spent 
the  night  at  Pistoia.    The  road  is  very  beau- 
tiful ;  our  spirits  very  good.     I  will  write  to 
you  a  long  letter  later.     A  kiss  to  you,  to 

father  and  Carlo. 

Your  son,     Enzo. 

Ferrara,  16.7.1915. 
A  kiss  from  Enzo. 
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Padova,  16.7.1915. 

Arrived  very  well.    A  kiss. 

Enzo. 

MONTEBELLUNO,   IJth  Julj,   I915. 

A  greeting  from  the  Alps,  which  we  begin 

to   see   now   very  near.     Half-past   seven   in 

the  evening. 

Enzo. 

Agordo,  iyth  July  {evening). 
Dearest  Mother, 

I  have  been  here  a  few  hours.  I  arrived 
yesterday  evening  at  Belluno  by  train.  I 
came  here  on  foot  through  the  Alps,  which 
are  more  beautiful  than  anything  I  imagined. 

A  kiss.    I  will  write  more  later. 

Enzo. 


A  .  .  .  .,  18/^  July  (morning). 
Dear  Mother, 

I  have  so  many  things  to  tell  you,  that 
it  will  be  better  to  begin  from  the  beginning. 
Since  the  letter  that  I  posted  to  you  on  the 
15th  at  Montevarchi  by  means  of  a  young 
lady  who  kindly  offered  her  services,  you  will 
not  have  received  any  news  except  some  post- 
cards from   the  stations  which   I   passed  ;  I 
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continue  my  tale  from  that  point.  When  we 
arrived  at  Pistoia,  in  the  night,  the  train  was 
shunting  till  it  was  dawn  ;  during  all  that 
time  I  was  in  the  carriage,  full  of  fellows  dead 
with  fatigue,  and  sleeping  in  very  realistic 
attitudes  beneath  the  dim  light  of  two  bits 
of  candle.  I  slept  little,  but  I  amused  myself 
by  looking  at  those  who  were  asleep,  at  those 
who  were  awake,  and  at  those  who  were 
talking  in  their  sleep  ;  there  would  be  amusing 
tales  to  relate  if  one  had  time. 

The  road  from  Pistoia  to  Bologna  is  charm- 
ing, running  across  the  delightful  Tuscan 
country  on  wooded  tops  of  hills,  sprinkled 
with  villas,  with  cypress  groves,  with  chestnut 
woods,  with  cultivated  fields  which  are  misty 
and  blue  in  the  cross  light  of  the  cloudless 
morning.  At  Bologna  a  long  and  very  tedious 
stop.  The  other  tract  of  road  from  Bologna 
to  Padua  is  also  very  beautiful.  The  plain 
extends  endlessly  with  vineyards  and  never- 
ending  rows  of  trees,  with  fields  of  hemp  and 
wide  grassy  roads  which  cross  the  fields,  and 
lines  of  poplar  trees  that  are  lost  in  the  blue 
distance  of  a  horizon,  which  is  not  broken 
even  by  a  hill  ;  then  there  are  melanchol) 
marshes  where  the  water  lilies  blossom,  anc 
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grey  willows  with  roots  buried  in  the  green 
moss-covered  water  of  the  ditches.  Ferrara 
was  misty  in  the  heat  of  the  noonday  sun, 
and  the  tawny  Po  rolled  down  its  lazy  waters 
bearing  the  grass  and  earth  which  the  thaw 
has  brought  down  from  the  sides  of  the  distant 
Alps.  All  passes  rapidly  from  the  train,  all 
passes  by  and  is  lost,  in  the  noontide  hour,  in 
the  blue  hght  of  the  distant  horizon. 

At  every  important  station  crowds  of  young 
girls  attacked  the  train,  offering  wine,  cigars, 
postcards,  soft  drinks  and  medicaments  with 
admirable  activity.  The  service  of  the  Red 
Cross  is  perfect  everywhere.  At  Montebelluno 
one  begins  to  breathe  the  air  of  the  war,  just 
as  before  a  storm  one  feels  the  breathless 
sultriness  in  the  shadow  of  a  cloud. 

A  train  is  passing  full  of  sick  and  wounded  ; 
and  while  some  soldiers  were  lying  on  stretchers, 
those  less  severely  wounded  were  leaning  out 
of  the  window  and  laughing  :  it  was  a  hospital 
train  of  the  Order  of  Malta  ;  and  on  the  doors 
close  to  the  blood-red  cross  shone  the  cross 
bristhng  with  its  eight  points.  Towards  even- 
ing we  penetrated  the  Alps,  which  rose  blue 
before  us  ;  I  was  almost  asleep.  At  Belluno 
I  awoke.  I  put  my  knapsack  on  my  shoulders 
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(it  was  half-past  five  in  the  morning),  and 
marched  with  my  company  towards  the  high 
Alps.  I  am  happy,  happy  under  my  crushing 
burden.  The  calm  brow  of  the  mountain  high 
in  the  light  of  the  sky,  crowned  with  luminous 
clouds,  grey  as  iron  and  golden  as  honey,  with 
its  fir  woods  and  its  waterfalls,  is  enough  to 
satiate  my  soul  with  joy,  and  you  know  that 
when  the  soul  is  happy  it  supports  the  tired 
body. 

From  Belluno  to  the  village  where  I  now 
am  is  a  distance  of  twenty-eight  kilometers  ; 
the  road  passing  always  amongst  the  moun- 
tains, always  by  the  side  of  the  impetuous 
C  .  .  .  .,  which  bears  without  ceasing  on  its 
limpid  waters  trunks  of  trees  cut  down,  and 
carries  them  down  to  the  plain  from  the 
forest  where  they  lived  and  died.  We  marched 
till  seven  in  the  evening,  making  a  halt  every 
now  and  then  in  order  to  refresh  ourselves 
with  the  pure  water  of  the  mountains. 

"  Praised  be  my  Lord  for  Sister  water  " — 
never  was  the  Franciscan  Laud  living  in  my 
heart  as  to-day.  Along  all  the  road  we  met 
motor  cars,  camions,  motor  cycles,  bicycles, 
carts  drawn  by  mules,  alone  or  in  long  files, 
which  go,  come,  roar,  and  puff,  awaking  the 
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echoes  of  the  mountain  solitude  and  filling 
with  life  the  valley  through  which  the  road 
runs. 

I  ate  and  slept  in  a  clean  little  mountain 
house,  with  Caccia,  Cacciamani  and  Betti, 
and  this  morning,  quite  rested,  I  awoke  and 
went  out.  Under  the  sunshine  the  little 
white  village  nestles  amongst  the  meadows 
and  the  green  woods,  dominated  by  calm 
mountain  summits,  crowned  with  vagrant 
clouds  and  patches  of  snow.  What  peace  in 
this  war  of  ours  ;  how  little  the  eternal  Alps 
care  for  our  strife  !  Good-bye,  dearest  Mother  ; 
keep  calm  and  do  not  pity  me.  If  I  were  not 
so  far  from  you  I  should  be  happy.  Kiss  papa 
and  Carlo  for  me,  and  believe  me  your  son 

Enzo. 


In  the  morning,  9.45,  igth  July,  191 5. 
I  am  writing  during  a  halt  at  a  dehghtful 
little  village  ten  kilometers  distant  from  the 
village  where  I  arrived  the  day  before  yester- 
day. In  half  an  hour  I  shall  begin  to  march 
again  towards  a  little  place  where,  perhaps, 
I  shall  have  the  joy  of  hearing  the  cannon 
roar.     Hurrah  !     It  is  impossible  to  imagine 


Letters  of  Enzo  Valentini 

how  kind  my  officers  are  to  me.    The  mountain 

looks  always  more  beautiful  the  nearer  one 

approaches  it.     Et  ultra,  et  ultra,  remember  ! 

Kiss  papa  and  Carlo.    A  kiss  from  your  son 

Enzo. 


i()th  July  (3  p.m.). 
Dearest  Mother, 

I  am  stopping  for  an  hour  at  a  third 
little  village,  a  good  way  from  the  second, 
situated  just  on  the  old  frontier.  At  evening 
we  shall  arrive  at  another  village,  where 
they  will  appoint  us  to  the  different  companies 
of  the  regiment.  I  have  already  heard  some 
cannonading  ;  what  emotion  !  Kiss  papa. 
Carlo,  and  my  grandparents.  An  affectionate 
embrace  from  your  son  Enzo. 


20th  July  (6.30  p.m.). 
Dearest  Mother, 

Yesterday,  19th,  having  set  out  early  on 
the  first  part  of  our  march  across  charming 
mountains,  we  arrived  in  the  evening  at  a 
valley  beyond  the  frontier  where  we  put  up 
our  tents.     To-day,  the  20th,  in  the  morning 
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the  Colonel  came  to  our  camp  and  appointed 
us  to  our  companies.  I  was  appointed  to  the 
5th.  After  a  very  tiring  march  we  reached  it, 
encamped  on  a  mountain  2,000  meters  high. 
Some  shells  fell  not  far  off  (no  impression). 
Towards  evening  I  got  orders  to  pass  to  the 
8th  Company  ;  so  then,  going  down  the 
mountain  with  my  knapsack  on  my  shoulders, 
I  reached  the  camp,  situated  in  a  gorge  domi- 
nated by  two  peaks  and  by  a  big  glacier.  I 
have  seen  Lellè.  I  will  write  to  you  at  greater 
length  later.  I  am  just  going  to  put  up  my 
tent.  I  have  seen  the  trenches  of  the  enemy. 
All  the  officers,  from  the  Colonel  to  the  sub- 
lieutenants, are  extremely  kind  to  me.  A 
kiss  from 

Enzo. 

2 1  St  July. 
Dear  Mother, 

Yesterday,  as  I  hinted  to  you  in  my 
postcard,  was  very  tiring  and  busy,  and  it  is 
worth  tclHng  about  in  some  detail. 

I  awoke  at  dawn — under  the  tent,  after  a 

very  cold   night.      I   went   for   a   short   walk 

through  the  meadow  wet  with  dew  ;   through 

the  pine  wood  which  covers  the  foot  of  the 

10 
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mountain,  bathed  in  sunlight  out  of  the  circle 
of  shade  in  which  the  valley  is  immersed  ; 
then  I  came  back  to  the  camp,  where  I  warmed 
myself  at  a  camp  fire.  About  six  the  Colonel 
and  a  captain  came  on  horseback.  We  were 
drawn  up  in  rank  ;  I  with  the  flag  at  the  head. 
The  captain,  on  horseback,  with  a  voice  that 
sounded  metallic  in  the  silence  of  the  moun- 
tain, began  to  call  over  our  names  one  by 
one,  and  to  appoint  each  of  us  to  his  company. 
It  was  rather  a  sad  ceremony,  because  each 
one  incarnated  for  himself  in  the  person  of 
that  captain  iron  and  unalterable  Destiny, 
and  each  one  feared  the  unwritten  Law.  My 
tent  companions  were  appointed  one  to  each 
company.  Then  the  companies,  thus  sepa- 
rated, went,  accompanied  by  a  sergeant,  one 
by  one  towards  the  mountain.  After  a  very 
tiring  march,  over  steep  ground,  through 
beautiful  pine  woods  and  pastures  full  of 
flowers,  we  arrived  at  Headquarters,  which 
consists  of  three  or  four  huts  made  of  pine 
trunks  (Swiss  or  Norwegian  ?).  Here  I  con- 
signed to  the  Colonel  the  flag  which  I  had 
always  carried  on  my  shoulder  from  Belluno, 
From  here  a  very  long  ascent  begins  which 
ends  on  the  top  of  a  mountain  2,500  meters 

II 


Letters  of  Enzo  Valentini 

high,  from  wliich  you  can  see  the  enemy's 
trenches  less  than  lOO  meters  away. 

During  this  ascent,  which  passed  over 
almost  vertical  meadows,  many  Austrian 
shells  fell,  crossing  the  valley  from  the  gorge 
that  the  mountain  which  we  were  ascending 
forms  with  the  glacier  opposite,  and  shrieking 
through  the  air  over  our  heads  burst  farther 
down  in  another  valley  in  the  direction  of 
Headquarters. 

If  I  said  that  they  made  any  impression 
on  me  I  should  be  telling  a  lie.  I  am  ready 
for  everything  and  nothing  astonishes  me. 
When  I  arrived  at  the  camp  of  the  5  th  Com- 
pany I  was  so  tired  that  I  was  not  capable  of 
going  another  step.  I  met  here  Sante  Biri- 
bicchi,  who  is  cook  here,  and  Bondi  ;  both 
of  them  were  very  happy  to  meet  me.  Sub- 
lieutenant Fagiuoli,  Lieutenant  Pascucci 
(Aldo's  brother),  and  Colonel  Ferrari  called 
me  up  one  after  the  other  and  overwhelmed 
me  with  kindness.  While  I  was  eating  my 
rations  (very  good)  an  order  came  for  me  to 
put  my  knapsack  on  my  shoulders  and  to 
join  the  8th  Company,  to  which  I  had  been 
transferred.  Without  waiting  to  be  told 
twice  I  went  at  a  run  to  the  camp  of  the 
12 
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8th  Company,  which  is  almost  at  the  foot 
of  the  mountain  just  below  that  of  the  5th. 
I  presented  myself  at  the  officers'  hut,  where 
Captain  Colagè,  Sante  Garibaldi,  and  Lellè 
are  living.  First  I  met  Colagè,  then  Lellè  ; 
they  made  me  go  in  and  offered  me  something 
to  eat  and  drink,  and  were  very  good  to  me. 
Towards  evening  I  put  up  my  tent  with  Betti 
and  two  other  good  fellows. 

Towards  sunset  the  Austrians  fired  some 
shells  and  some  shrapnel  on  the  position 
occupied  by  our  guard  in  the  pass  without 
any  result  except  noise  ;  and  the  amuse- 
ment it  gave  us  to  see  them  firing  so 
wildly  :  if  they  knew  where  their  shells 
went  they  would  spare  their  shots.  To-night 
I  slept  very  well,  and  I  was  not  at  all 
cold.  I  am,  thanks  to  your  loving  care, 
the  best-equipped  soldier  in  the  world.  If, 
however,  you  could  send  me  to  the  address 
of  Captain  Colagè  the  mountain  puttees, 
some  wool  stockings,  the  wool  cap  (which  is 
in  the  motor  car)  and  my  pea-green  woollen 
comforter,  I  should  be  glad.  Send  me  also 
a  wool  cap  for  good  Betti,  whose  bald  head 
wants  covering.  Caccia  is  encamped  with 
the  6th  Company  close  to  us,  and  very  often 
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we  visit  each  other  :  I  hope  he  will  soon  be 
transferred  to  the  8th.  Could  I  tell  you  of 
the  beauty  of  the  mountains  covered  with 
flowers  where  I  am  living,  I  would  begin  now, 
but  I  do  not  know  when  I  should  end  ;  the 
awful  beauty  of  the  glacier  is  enough  to 
impose  silence  on  my  loquacious  pen.  Send 
me,  please,  Toto's  address,  because  I  wish  to 
write  to  him.  Kiss  papa  and  Carlo  for  me,  and 
take  a  thousand  kisses  from  your  soldier  son 

Enzo. 


22nd  July,  191 5. 
Dear  Mother, 

I  wrote  to  you  yesterday,  and  to-day  I 
should  have  written  you  only  a  postcard,  had 
not  the  long  leisure  of  camp  life  permitted 
me  the  luxury  of  sending  you  a  letter.  If  in 
future  you  should  not  receive  news  from  me 
every  day  you  need  not  be  alarmed,  because 
one  cannot  always  write  a  letter,  and  post- 
cards are  scarce  in  camp.  Anyhow,  I  will 
try  to  write  every  day.  If  anyone  asks  you 
my  news,  say  that  I  would  write  with  pleasure 
to  everyone,  but  that  I  cannot  do  it  for  want 
of  means.  I  have  found  out  that  parcels 
arrive    regularly  ;     therefore    if   you   like    to 
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send  me  two  towels  and  some  chocolate  you 
can  do  so  easily.  This  morning,  while  I  was 
going  to  the  brook  to  wash  myself  with  the 
cold  healthy  mountain  water,  your  letter 
was  given  to  me.  A  thousand  thanks  !  You 
cannot  imagine  how  great  our  joy  is  when 
we  receive  letters  from  home  :  it  is  a  thing 
impossible  to  be  imagined  ;  it  is  necessary 
to  experience  it  to  conceive  it.  If  only  you 
could  see  the  wonderful  flowers  of  these 
meadows  !  The  orchids,  the  anemones,  the 
yellow  saxifrage,  the  sky-blue  gentians,  the 
purple-bells,  the  everlastings,  the  forget-me- 
nots,  the  yellow  wallflowers,  and  the  lilies 
of  the  valley  which  hide  the  green  of  the 
grass  under  their  blooms.  The  rocks  covered 
with  moss  are  crowned  with  thick  and  bushy 
rhododendrons,  loaded  with  flowers  like  nose- 
gays of  the  most  beautiful  pink  one  can 
imagine  ;  the  whole  camp  is  pitched  amongst 
the  rhododendrons.  I  gather  large  bunches 
of  them  and  adorn  my  tent  with  them  ;  if 
I  could  I  would  like  to  send  you  some,  because 
very  few  plants  of  the  "  cool  "  house  can  be 
compared  with  the  beauty  of  the  rhodo- 
dendrons of  our  Alps.  If  you  can,  please 
send  me  a  pocket-book,  because  I  wish  to 
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make  some  notes  and  to  press  some  Alpine 
flowers.  To-day  I  worked  for  about  an  hour 
digging  with  a  pick-axe  on  the  side  of  the 
mountain  the  place  for  the  hut  where  we  all 
shall  soon  have  shelter,  and  we  shall  be  very 
well  off.  The  Austrian  shells  continue  to 
rain  on  the  hill  of  the  pass  without  any  result. 
To-day  one  of  our  cannon  opened  fire  against 
the  Austrian  observation  post  ;  at  each  shot 
all  the  mountain  and  the  glacier  resounded 
like  an  organ  with  a  thousand  pipes.  Kiss 
papa  and  Carlo  with  love. 

I  do  not  write  to  them  because  all  that  I 
tell  you  is  for  them  also,  my  love  being  equal 
for  all  three  of  you,  even  if  it  differs  in  kind. 
Your  son  Enzo  asks  you  your  blessing  and 
kisses  you. 

l'irà  July,  1915. 
Dearest  Mother, 

To-night  I  mounted  guard  on  the  hill 
of  the  pass.  I  went  with  my  squad  to  the 
post  at  nine  in  the  evening,  and  I  slept  in  the 
hollow  of  a  rock  until  my  turn  came  (from 
two  to  four).  I  spent  these  two  hours  with 
a  companion  under  a  little  shed  covered  with 
turf  sods,  with  my  bayonet  fixed  and  always 
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watching  attentively  the  pass  which  was  to 
my  right.  In  the  silence  of  the  night  one 
could  hear  only  the  noise  of  the  water  which 
falls  from  the  glacier  and  precipitates  itself 
into  the  valley,  forming  a  little  lake.  Then 
the  dawn  arrived  ;  the  stars,  which  sparkled 
like  diamonds  above  the  huge  mystery  of 
the  silent  mountain,  disappeared  in  the  light, 
and  my  first  guard  was  not  disturbed  by  any 
alarm  except  some  far  away  rifle-shot.  A  kiss 
from 

Enzo. 


2^th  July,  191 5. 
Dear  Mother, 

I  am  writing  to  you  in  the  dusk  of  the 
wooden  hut  which  is  now  my  house,  while 
outside  it  is  raining  over  the  mountain,  which 
is  enveloped  in  mist. 

Of  course,  in  the  region  of  spirit  in  which  I 
have  been  living  for  some  time  rain  and  fog 
have  no  influence  ;  indeed,  my  tranquillity 
is  the  more  conspicuous  by  contrast. 

Besides,  into  this  hut  the  rain  does  not 
enter  ;  and  the  air  is  not  cold,  but  rather  mild, 
like  the  air  that  one  breathes  at  Laviano 
during  the  September  rains. 

17 


Letters  of  Enzo  Valentini 

Yesterday  was  quite  a  hot  day  ;  and  we 
soldiers  stayed  all  day  outside  the  tents, 
stretched  in  the  sun  on  the  grassy  sides  of 
the  mountain  like  colonies  of  monkeys  on  the 
barren  rocks  of  Eritrea. 

I  shall  be  glad  if  you  will  send  me  some 
cigarettes  with  the  chocolates.  Please  address 
everything  to  Captain  Colagè,  and  so  the 
arrival  of  the  parcel  will  be  more  secure,  but 
advise  him  by  letter.  I  do  not  dare  to  tell 
him  myself,  because  he  is  already  so  kind 
that  one  needs  courage  to  go  and  trouble 
him.  Imagine,  he  gave  me  the  spirits  of 
wine  that  I  wanted  for  collecting  beetles,  a 
harmless  pursuit  to  which  sometimes  I  like 
to  devote  myself. 

Yesterday  I  received  your  photograph,  and 
I  thank  you  for  having  made  me  so  happy. 
I  had  a  postcard  from  my  grandparents  ; 
please  thank  them  for  me.  In  the  next  letter 
1  will  send  you  some  edelweiss  which  an 
"  Alpino  "  gathered  on  the  edge  of  the  glacier 
and  gave  me.  Lellè  is  well  and  is  very  kind 
to  me  :  so  you  see  you  need  not  be  anxious 
about  me,  because  I  am  in  good  hands  and 
I  lack  nothing  material. 

Kiss  papa  and  the  boy  scout.  I  am  always 
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thinking  of  you,  Mother,  and  I  kiss  you  with 
an  immense  love. 

Your  son     Enzo. 


2Sth  July,  1 91 5. 
Dear  Mother, 

After  the  rain  of  yesterday  the  weather 
is  quite  fine,  and  the  air  very  mild.  To-night 
I  mounted  guard  on  the  side  of  the  mountain, 
from  half-past  ten  to  half-past  twelve,  and 
I  did  not  feel  at  all  cold  ;  the  short  mountain 
summer  is  beginning  ;  a  wonderful  season 
which  has  all  the  sweetness  and  melancholy 
of  our  September,  tempered  by  somewhat  of 
the  pride  and  nobility  which  breathes  from 
the  steep  lines  of  mountains  which  mark 
on  the  sky  the  sign  of  the  eternal  Thought. 

If  you  can  find  some  postcards  like  this  or 
some  other  military  ones,  send  me  a  good 
packet  of  them  ;  so  I  shall  always  be  able  to 
write  to  you  and  also  to  the  many  friends  to 
whom  I  have  promised  letters.  That  you 
may  be  able  to  verify  whether  my  letters 
always  arrive  I  tell  you  that  since  the  15  th, 
besides  a  number  of  postcards,  I  have  written 
you  five  letters  ;    however,  from  now  on,  all 
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my  writings  will  be  numbered  in  order  begin- 
ning with  this  one. 

Kiss  papa  and  Carlo  with  much  love,  and 
believe  me  always  your  affectionate  son 

Enzo. 


26th  July,  191 5. 
My  dearest  Mother, 

2^th  July. — Our  soldiers  are  making  roads 
for  the  cannon  which  must  be  directed 
against  the  Austrian  fortresses  ;  and  the 
enemy  is  taking  this  opportunity  to  send  us 
a  present  of  an  enormous  quantity  of  shells, 
and  especially  shrapnels,  which  burst  in  the 
air  with  a  red  and  blue  smoke  which  has  a 
very  beautiful  effect.  One  of  our  cannon, 
placed  close  to  the  encampment,  answered 
with  seven  or  eight  shots  which  were  directed 
with  marvellous  precision. 

2'^th  July. — A  wonderfully  pure  and  calm 
day.  No  enemy's  shots  to-day  ;  perhaps 
the  sober  dignity  of  our  cannon  has  imposed 
silence  on  them.  Taking  advantage  of  this 
moment  of  calm,  some  birds  wdth  long  curved 
wings,  grey  on  the  back,  white  on  the  body, 
with  a  black  band  across  the  chest,  began  to 
fly  quickly  along  the  side  of  the  mountain, 
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skimming  the  meadows  silently,  swiftly  :  they 
are  Alpine  swallows,  special  to  the  Alps  ;  it 
is  a  very  beautiful  and  interesting  spectacle. 

Towards  evening  I  went  to  the  hut  of  the 
officers  on  duty,  and  Captain  Colagè  kept  me 
with  him.  We  drank  some  sparkling  Asti 
wine  ;  then  a  soldier  came  and  sang  some 
songs,  accompanying  himself  on  his  guitar. 
So  you  see  life  up  here  is  very  merry. 

Midnight. — The  reveille. — I  got  up  imme- 
diately from  my  streecher,  put  on  my 
cartridge  belt  and  cloak,  and  took  my  gun 
and  fixed  the  bayonet.  In  a  corner  of  the 
barrack  by  the  reddish  flickering  light  of  a 
candle  some  other  soldiers  were  occupied  in 
the  same  work  as  myself  ;  they  were  those 
who,  like  me,  had  been  chosen  to  make  a 
reconnaissance  to-night  with  Lieutenant 
Torelli,  who  was  not  long  in  appearing.  The 
patrol  was  formed — eight  soldiers,  the  sergeant- 
major  and  the  lieutenant,  all  armed  with  rifles 
and  bayonets,  all  wrapped  up  and  silent.  We 
walked  up  the  mountain  in  Indian  file  towards 
the  sentinel's  post  which  I  occupied  last  night. 
A  very  thick  mist  covered  the  summits, 
invaded  the  sides  of  the  mountain,  stood  in 
the  valley  ;    but   the  invisible  moon  in  the 
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far-away  sky  lighted  up  the  thick  fog  and 
penetrated  it  with  its  Hght,  so  that  the  night 
was  not  quite  dark.  Rifle  in  hand,  we  went 
on  silently  into  the  pass,  but  always  high 
above  the  valley,  cutting  across  the  huge 
grassy  side  which  above  and  below  us  dis- 
appeared, swallowed  up  in  the  mist.  All  our 
senses  on  the  alert  were  straining  into  the 
soundless  night  ;  trees  and  stones  took  human 
form  which  they  quickly  lost  :  one  felt  that 
one  was  living  and  watching  in  a  night  full 
of  hostile  powers.  The  enemy's  trenches 
were  now  near,  before  us  and  above  us,  but 
neither  noise  nor  light  revealed  their  presence. 
To  go  on  in  the  mist  would  not  be  prudent, 
and  Lellè  decided  to  descend  into  the  valley 
to  effect  a  reconnaissance  down  there.  We 
came  down  an  immense  declivity  covered  with 
short  grass,  and  this  declivity  again  lost  itself 
in  the  fog  around  us  ;  so  steep  was  it  that  in 
order  not  to  roll  over  on  the  wet  grass  we  had 
to  use  our  bayonets  like  alpenstocks,  and, 
pushing  them  into  the  earth  at  each  step,  we 
were  saved  from  a  dangerous  fall.  As  soon 
as  we  arrived  at  the  bottom  of  the  pass  which 
advances,  long  and  narrow,  between  the  two 
mountains,  we  pushed  on  as  far  as  a  shapeless 
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heap  of  rubbish  which  once  was  a  house  and 
a  post  of  observation,  but  which  our  artillery- 
has  reduced  to  this.  One  of  us  had  the  cheek 
to  take  a  door  from  the  rubbish  and  carry  it 
on  his  shoulders.  After  this  we  turned  back 
to  camp  skirting  the  little  lake,  which  appeared 
immense  in  the  mist.  This  my  first  war  adven- 
ture pleased  me  enormously.  As  soon  as  we 
arrived  at  the  hut  we  put  down  the  stolen 
door  ;  we  changed  our  clothes  and  went  to 
sleep  (three  o'clock).  I  was  delighted  with 
this  reconnaissance  ;  one  lives  !  Good-bye, 
dear  Mother.  Kiss  Carlo  and  papa  for  me, 
who  better  than  you  will  understand  my 
pleasure  and  my  joy.     (Oh,  Maremma  !) 

Your    son    Enzo   asks    your    blessing    and 
kisses  you. 


zyth  July,  191 5. 
Dearest  Mother, 

Many  thanks  for  your  letter  which  I 
received  yesterday  evening  and  read  by  the 
light  of  some  wax  matches  under  a  rock,  having 
fallen  out  from  the  ranks  for  a  moment  for 
this  purpose,  from  the  ranks  of  the  men  who, 
knapsacks   on   shoulders,   waited   immovable 
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in  the  valley  flooded  with  moonlight,  the  order 
to  march  and  go  up  the  mountain  300  meters 
above  our  camp  to  the  camp  of  the  6th  Com- 
pany, which  has  been  moved  back.  The 
change  took  place  at  ten  in  the  evening  and 
was  very  tiring.  But  the  wonderful  play  of 
blue  shadows  and  of  mother-of-pearl  lights 
which  the  clouds,  rem  by  the  moon,  cast  on  the 
mass  of  the  mountain  compensated  for  the 
fatigue.  They  say  that  company  by  company 
we  shall  have  a  rest  of  fifteen  days,  and  we 
shall  be  replaced  by  another  regiment  here, 
but  naturally  we  do  not  know  anything.  If 
you  like  to  read  my  letters  to  grandfather, 
not  only  will  it  not  displease  me,  but  I  shall  be 
very  happy,  for  his  sake,  for  your  sake,  and 
for  my  own  satisfaction.  You  wish  me  to 
talk  about  myself  ?  I  did  not  realize  that 
I  had  neglected  myself  in  my  letters  ;  on  the 
contrary,  it  seemed  to  me  that  I  had  not 
spoken  of  anything  else.  I  am  not  tired, 
Mother,  because  if  rest  is  irregular  it  is  all 
the  same  abundant,  and  the  long  day  of 
leisure  is  in  great  measure  a  compensation 
for  the  loss  of  some  hours  of  sleep  ;  the  knap- 
sack has  not  hurt  me  at  all,  and  begins  to  be 
friends  with  my  shoulders.  I  sleep  much  and 
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well  ;   I  am  comfortably  dressed  ;   I  eat  a  lot  : 
in  short,  do  not  be  at  all  anxious  about  me. 

The  little  things  for  which  I  have,  not 
necessity,  but  only  a  desire,  I  mentioned  in 
my  last  letters.  Poor  Mother  ;  is  the  house 
too  large  and  empty  just  because  I  am  not 
with  you  ?  Courage  !  I  will  come  back  ! 
Work,  if  you  feel  yourself  fit,  but  not  too 
much  and  not  too  long  ;  I  do  not  want  you 
to  tire  yourself  out  uselessly. 

To-night  when  we  arrived  at  the  camp  of  the 
6th  Company  I  mounted  guard  at  the  barbed 
wire  from  midnight  to  half-past  one,  under  a 
wonderful  moonlight  just  opposite  the  enemy's 
trenches.  Our  cannon  from  the  bottom  of 
the  valley  has  fired  several  shots,  which  were, 
as  usual,  marvellous.  The  shells  and  the 
shrapnel  of  the  enemy  continue  to  shriek, 
to  whistle  and  to  burst  with  a  frequency,  a 
want  of  aim  and  a  disorder  which  is  foolish 
and  absurd  :  they  never  hit  ;  it  is  certain 
they  do  not  know  where  they  are  aiming.  I 
assure  you  it  is  incredible  !    Lellè  is  well. 

Kiss  papa  and  Carlo  ;  my  love  to  Toto 
when  you  write  to  him  ;  and  believe  me 
always  to  you 

Your  son,     Enzo. 
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2%th  July. 
Dear  Mother, 

I  am  writing  under  the  shadow  of  a  bush 
near  a  stream  in  which  I  have  washed  my 
clothes,  which  are  now  lying  in  the  sun  among 
the  flowers  of  the  meadow.  To-night  I  went 
out  with  the  patrol  and  came  back  about 
three.  This  evening  I  shall  mount  guard  at 
the  barbed  wire.  To-day  I  rested  and  cleaned 
myself  up.  For  two  days  the  Austrian 
artillery  has  been  silent. 

Many  greetings  to  papa,  Carlo,  and  anybody 
you  see  ;  and  your  son  sends  you  an  affectionate 
kiss. 

Enzo. 


'3,0th  July. 
Dear  Mother, 

Yesterday  I  did  not  write  to  you  because 
I  had  no  postcards,  and  I  was  not  in  the  vein 
for  letter-writing.  I  will  begin  again  from 
the  night  of  the  27th  and  give  you  my  news. 
On  the  night  of  the  27th  from  eleven  until 
three  the  next  morning  I  was  out  with  the 
patrol,  not  to  reconnoitre,  but  only  in  order 
to  stop  at  an  advanced  post  and  stay  there 
the  whole  night  as  a  sentinel.  In  fact  when 
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we  arrived  far  beyond  our  most  advanced 
barbed  wire  we  sat  down  on  the  grass  opposite 
the  enemy's  positions  and  remained  there 
till  three  in  the  morning  watching.  The 
immense  meadows  slope  down  towards  the 
valley,  at  the  bottom  of  which  the  waterfall 
roars  without  ceasing,  dark  against  the  pale 
sky,  veiled  in  mist  and  moonlight.  In  the 
valley  the  white  silent  clouds  passed  without 
stopping — sometimes  thick,  sometimes  thin, 
at  one  time  dark,  at  another  lighted  by  the 
moon,  which  flecked  them  with  its  pale  green 
light. 

Every  now  and  then,  immense,  black,  and 
solemn  in  the  clear  sky,  crowned  with  stars 
like  diamonds,  the  mountain  appeared  in  the 
midst  of  the  mist,  which  was  now  broken, 
and  then  quickly  covered  again  by  another 
mist,  as  in  our  conscience  full  of  mist  the 
central  idea  appears  from  time  to  time  an 
admonition  and  strength. 

2^th. — After  our  first  meal,  Betti,  who  is 
my  inseparable  companion,  and  I  went  to 
wash  our  clothes  in  the  ditch.  It  was  a  splendid 
sunshiny  day,  as  hot  as  our  days  of  April. 
There  was  a  more  intense  feeling  of  life  in 
the  wind    which  breathed  over  the  meadows 
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in  its  flight  ;  there  was  an  unusual  number 
of  Alpine  butterflies,  which  were  small  and 
active.  A  sort  of  nervous  haste  in  their  way 
of  flying  and  drinking  from  the  flowers  almost 
made  us  think  that  they  were  afraid  of  not 
being  able  to  finish  their  business  before  the 
valleys  began  to  roll  forth  their  mists  up  the 
slopes.  Amongst  the  meadows  and  the  bushes 
the  stream  ran  singing,  and  the  calm  mountain 
watched  immense  over  this  mass  of  little  lives, 
each  one  of  which  is  illuminated  against  the 
same  dark  background  of  mystery  on  which  the 
mountain  itself  is  presented.  With  these 
thoughts  in  my  head,  and  washing  my  shirt, 
I  felt  myself  near  God. 

Towards  evening  the  mist  rose  from  the 
valleys,  and  a  very  animated  discussion  took 
place  between  our  artillery  and  that  of  the 
enemy  ;  the  enemy's  shrapnel  burst  very 
near,  but  our  tents  are  well  protected  amongst 
the  rocks,  and  we  can  eat  chocolate  with 
impunity  during  the  cannonade. 

2<^th. — Gloomy. — It  has  raintd  all  day.  I 
spent  the  day  dry  in  my  tent,  with  my  friends, 
amongst  whom  was  Caccia,  who  came  to  pay 
me  a  visit  and  wrote  you  a  postcard. 

Golden. — Towards  evening  the  grey  mass 
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of  clouds  broke  towards  the  west  against  the 
grey  antimony  of  the  rocks.  Little  by  little 
the  mountain  was  covered  with  gold  and 
copper-red  ;  it  flamed  like  a  brazier  out  of 
the  shadow  which  remained  in  the  valley  and 
stood  solitary  against  the  pale  hyacinth  sky. 
The  glacier  shone  on  the  copper  backbone  of 
the  mountain,  furrowed  by  light  shadows  of 
most  delicate  blue.  Around  its  summit  there 
wandered  idly  a  saffron-coloured  cloud.  At 
last  the  whole  circle  of  the  distant  peaks  was 
ablaze  like  molten  iron  ;  then  they  became 
golden,  with  patches  of  copper,  rose,  and 
purple  extending  over  the  vast  extent 
of  hills  covered  with  woods.  Then  as  the 
sun  disappeared  behind  the  red  some  streaks 
of  grey  appeared,  which  became  broader  and 
finally  spread  ^and  covered  all  the  sides  and 
all  the  summits.  The  rocks  were  still  flaming 
like  a  rose  of  fire  in  the  dark  sky  and  then 
disappeared  covered  in  grey. 

Blue. — Then  the  colour  of  night  began  to 
flow  over  the  hyacinthine  sky,  that  lost  its 
rosy  tint  and  became  more  and  more  azure, 
till  first  the  stars  and  then  the  moon  appeared. 
Then  up  from  the  valley  rose  the  blue,  through 
meadows  of  malachite  and  over  grey  rocks, 
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until  the  immense  circle  of  mountains  raised 
towards  the  stars,  which  lighted  the  dark  blue 
sky,  their  turrets  of  lapis-lazuli,  their  pearly 
glaciers  and  their  opal  mists,  while  the  emerald 
valley  lay  calm,  cold  and  blue  beneath  the 
steady  light  of  the  full  moon.  This  will  give 
you  a  slight  idea  of  colour-effect  in  the  moun- 
tains. 

Life  is  very  cheerful  here.  Chocolate  is 
what  we  eat  with  great  pleasure,  and  we  spend 
a  lot  of  money  on  it.  Yesterday  Lellè  invited 
me  to  dinner.  Here  everybody  likes  me,  and 
I  am  treated  very  kindly. 

I  sleep  well.  I  am  quite  accustomed  to  the 
cold.  You  can  send  me  as  many  parcels  as 
you  like  ;  so  send  me,  please,  a  great  deal  of 
chocolate,  which  is  difficult  to  get  here  and 
very  dear.  Kiss  papa,  Carlo,  my  grand- 
parents for  me,  and  give  your  blessing  to  your 
son 

Enzo. 

When  you  write  to  Toto  always  send  my 
love  to  him. 


'^ist  July. 
Dear  Father, 

Many    thanks    for    your   letter    which    I 
received  this  morning,  and  which  filled  me 
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with  joy  all  the  greatei  because  it  is  such  a 
rare  event  (without  any  shadow  of  reproach  ; 
because  I  know  why  !).  I  can  imagine  your 
anxiety,  and  I  am  grateful  for  it  as  proof  of 
your  affection  ;  I  admire  the  sacrifice  you 
make,  which  is  heavier  than  ours,  because  it 
is  borne  more  silently. 

If  Carlo  is  cheerful  it  is  all  right  ;  otherwise 
he  would  die  of  boredom.  Captain  Colagè 
is  a  monster  (that  is  the  right  word)  of  kind- 
ness, and  endures  the  fatigues  of  war  that 
belong  to  a  captain.  I  understand  your 
impatience,  and  when  I  am  with  the  patrol 
and  when  I  am  on  guard  I  sometimes  think 
of  you  and  how  the  walk  through  the  thick 
mist  and  the  waiting  at  the  post  pierced  by 
the  wind  would  recall  the  pleasures  of  sport 
so  dear  to  your  heart  as  a  man  of  the  Maremma. 

I  went  to  Captain  Colagè  and  showed  him 
your  letter,  and  he  showed  me  what  you  had 
written  to  him.  I  had  great  pleasure  in 
reading  it  because  though  I  felt  unworthy 
of  your  praise  I  think  that  your  father's  heart 
dictated  it,  and  I  rejoice  in  this  thought. 
To-night  I  mounted  guard  :  it  was  a  little 
unpleasant  in  the  sentry-box  ;  the  north  wind 
was  piercing  and  laden  with  rain  and  some 
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flakes  of  snow,  but  afterwards  a  good  sleep 
in  the  warmth  of  the  tent  put  me  all  right  ; 
if  yesterday  was  a  very  bad  rainy  day,  to-day 
is  the  clearest  and  warmest  one  that  we  have 
enjoyed  up  till  now.  Many  greetings  to  all 
my  friends  at  Perugia,  and  give  me  your 
blessing.     I  kiss  you  with  love. 

Your  son,     Enzo. 


My  dearest  Mother, 

Speaking  well  of  me  has  become  a  habit 
with  my  superior  officers,  and  I  do  not  deserve 
it.  Thank  you  for  the  parcels,  about  which 
I  shall  let  you  know.  Do  not  be  afraid  about 
me.  I  collect  insects  if  I  come  across  them, 
but  of  course  I  do  not  go  far  away  in  order 
to  seek  them  ;  and  if  the  student  survives  in 
the  soldier,  it  is  no  more  than  the  itching  of 
an  insect  in  a  man's  head.  As  to  the  shrapnel, 
it  does  not  depend  on  us  to  avert  them  from 
our  heads  ;  but  do  not  fear  ;  our  camp  is 
well  hidden.  Good-bye,  Mother,  darling  ; 
many  greetings  to  Carlo,  to  my  grandparents 
and  everybody  else,  and  I  send  you  a  kiss 
full  of  love. 

Your  son,     Enzo. 
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I  am  glad  that  you  receive  all  my  letters. 
I  had  intended  to  write  a  diary,  but  if  the 
letters  do  not  get  lost,  they  will  be  the  best 
diary.  We  shall  re-read  them  together,  if  I 
come  back,  and  I  will  tell  you  myself  what 
I  cannot  write. 


2nd  August,  191 5. 
Dearest  Mother, 

I  am  glad  that  you  received  all  the  letters 
of  my  diary.  I  am  anxiously  waiting  for  the 
two  parcels,  which  cannot  be  delayed  much 
longer  now,  and  the  contents  will  bring  me 
comfort,  especially  because  they  represent 
one  of  the  many  kind  thoughts  you  have 
towards  me.  I  did  not  know  that  the  dear 
Germans  were  using  also  blinding  gas  ;  this 
is  perhaps  the  most  refined  infamy,  and,  like 
the  others,  will  have  to  be  paid  for  in  the 
valueless  money  of  their  muddy  blood.  Thank 
you  for  the  spectacles,  which  I  will  try  to  get 
to  close  hermetically  ;  asphyxiating  bombs, 
however,  never  burst  here — at  least  not  since 
I  have  been  here. 

I  am  very  glad  that  you  receive  news  of 
me  from  others.  During  the  march  from 
Belluno  here  I  did  meet  a  number  of  people 
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that  I  knew,  or  that  knew  me,  and  everybody 
was  very  kind  to  me  in  every  way,  from 
inviting  me  to  drink  or  eat,  to  promising  to 
give  you  news  of  me.  Do  not  be  afraid  that 
I  am  too  rash  ;  on  the  contrary,  I  am  prudent, 
as  everyone  ought  to  be  who  is  truly  courageous 
by  his  own  will  and  not  merely  from  want  of 
knowledge. 

My  grandfather's  wish  to  read  my  letters 
is  a  great  honour  to  me  ;   please  thank  him. 

My  tent  is  very  comfortable  now,  because 
I  have  brought  into  it  a  little  straw  and  a 
candle  ;  Betti,  Berti  (a  good  chap  from 
Ravenna),  and  Andrei  are  living  with  me. 
Sante  Garibaldi  has  been  transferred  to  the 
52nd.  I  am  sorry.  Lieutenant  Cappabianca 
has  taken  his  place.  The  man  we  met  with 
the  Garibaldis  at  the  "  Murelli,"  Caccia,  is 
quite  well,  and  is  very  amusing  ;  we  often 
sec  each  other  and  enjoy  one  another's  com- 
pany. Besides,  jollity  and  fresh  water  are 
never  lacking  up  here.  Yesterday  I  could 
not  write  to  you  because  I  spent  the  day  out 
of  the  camp  with  a  patrol,  spying  out  the 
enemy's  positions  and  mounting  guard  at 
the  most  advanced  post.  We  started  at  one 
from    the    encampment — eight    soldiers    and 
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Lellè — and  we  returned  at  eight  in  the 
evening. 

We  began  the  march  with  fixed  bayonets,  our 
satchel  over  one  shoulder  containingbread,  a  tin 
of  preserved  meat,  and  some  reserve  cartridges. 

The  first  bit  of  the  march  was  very  tiring, 
and  took  us  across  meadows  on  a  very  steep 
slope,  and  ended  where  the  huge  rocks  which 
crown  the  mountain  raise  their  black  walls 
and  their  ruined  towers  against  the  sky,  which 
was  dark  but  sparkling  with  stars.  We  crept 
along  the  sides  of  the  rocks  by  a  very  narrow 
path  :  the  peak  above  us,  crowned  with  stars, 
filled  the  sky  ;  below  us  the  spacious  smooth 
and  almost  vertical  meadows  seemed  waiting 
for  someone  to  roll  down  them.  After  an 
hour  of  this  exercise  we  arrived  at  the  top  of 
the  mountain  and  stopped  on  a  small  slop- 
ing meadow  shut  in  amongst  huge  rocks, 
open  only  towards  our  encampment.  At  the 
end  of  the  meadow,  on  the  extreme  crest, 
we  could  see  from  a  cleft  in  the  rocks  the 
immense  valley  through  which  the  road  passes, 
and  of  which  the  enemy  makes  use.  Going  round 
behind  the  great  block  on  the  left  one  arrives  at 
the  post  of  guard,  a  shelter  of  big  stones,  from 
behind  which  one  sees,  about  50  meters  off 
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on  the  opposite  rocks,  the  advanced  Austrian 
sentinel.  To  the  right,  on  the  grassy  side  of 
a  mountain,  about  300  meters  away,  one 
can  see  their  trenches,  their  places  of  guard 
and  their  huts  ;  further,  to  the  right  between 
this  mountain  and  the  glacier,  the  pass  con- 
tinues, overlooked  by  an  inn  once  armed 
with  machine  guns,  now  reduced  to  silence 
and  destroyed  by  our  artillery.  Still  further 
on  there  are  green  meadows,  fir-woods,  hills 
and  rocks  ;  then  there  stretches  the  country 
that  has  to  be  conquered — the  promised  land 
that  our  desire  impatiently  yearns  for  with 
firm  purpose.  I  mounted  guard  three  times, 
two  hours  at  a  time,  and  I  saw  a  duel  of  rifle 
fire  between  the  trenches  of  the  7th  Company 
and  those  of  the  enemy  about  800  meters 
off  ;  there  are  four  of  our  men,  who  have 
orders  to  fire  in  order  to  annoy  them  and 
nothing  else.  I  spent  the  rest  of  the  day 
lying  on  my  back  in  the  meadow  seeing  the 
clouds  passing  between  the  rocks  to  the  east 
and  to  the  west,  and  watching  the  blue  shadows 
of  the  peaks  lengthening  on  the  glacier  as  the 
hours  went  by.  At  eight  in  the  evening, 
when  darkness  allowed  us,  we  came  back  to 
the  encampment. 
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Greet  and  kiss  papa  and  Carlo.  Give  me 
your  blessing.  Your  soldier  Enzo  kisses  you 
with  all  his  filial  love. 


^rd  August. 
Dear  Mother, 

In  answer  to  your  insistent  prayer  to  be 
prudent,  a  sign  of  your  love  for  me,  I  say  once 
more,  to  reassure  you,  that  I  am  never 
foolishly  courageous,  but  always  take  thought 
before  acting.  It  rained  all  night,  and  it  is 
still  raining,  but  my  spirits  are  unchangeable. 
I  have  overcome,  as  I  have  conquered  many 
other  prejudices,  even  the  gloominess  that 
arises  from  the  state  of  the  weather. 

Kiss   papa.   Carlo,   for   me   and   bless  your 
very  affectionate  son 

Enzo. 


^rd  August. 
Dear  Carlo, 

Thanks  for  your  charming  letter,  which 
made  me  very  glad.  I  knew  that  you  were 
at  Paciano  and  I  was  not  surprised  at  your 
silence.  You  envy  me,  and  you  are  right. 
I  do  not  repent  at  all  of  what  I  have  done, 
but,  on  the  contrary,  I  am  every  day  more 
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satisfied  with  it  ;  up  here  we  really  live  !  I 
am  glad  that  you  receive  news  of  me  so  often  ; 
to  have  news  is  a  pleasure  for  us,  but  for  you 
it  is  really  a  necessity. 

Your  caricature  delighted  me  very  much, 
and  I  put  it  into  my  pocket-book  together 
with  the  other  portraits,  where  it  represents 
a  merry  note  which  is  not  at  all  out  of  tune. 
Bravo,  boy  scout  !  Start  with  courage  and 
faith,  and  you  will  come  back  satisfied  that 
you  have  given  your  work  for  the  triumph 
of  an  Ideal  ;  believe  me,  this  is  one  of  the 
few  pure  joys.  I  am  writing  you  from  under 
my  tent,  while  outside  a  short  violent  storm 
is  raging  on  the  mountain,  where  the  thunder 
re-echoes  farther  than  the  cannon  shots  ;  I 
am  happy  and  dry  in  my  tent,  as  if  I  was  at 
home,  so  well  am  I  accustomed  to  all.  Do 
you  remember  how  stupid  I  was  at  home 
over  the  French  beans,  which  I  did  not  like  ? 
You  should  see  how  I  eat  them  every  evening 
now,  and  how  fond  I  am  of  them  !  It  is 
another  prejudice  conquered.  You  will  see 
how  you  also  will  improve  both  physically 
and  morally  after  a  little  military  Hfe  !  Many 
kind  regards  to  all  my  friends,  to  papa  and 
mother,  to  whom  I  have  written  to-day  only 
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a  postcard,  and  accept  yourself  an  affectionate 
kiss  from  your  brother 

Enzo. 
Many  kind  messages  to  Snob  and  Elf,* 
and  above  all  tell  them  that  I  often  think  of 
them  when  I  look  at  these  beautiful  meadows 
which  would  be  their  delight,  and  these 
stones  which  certainly  they  would  not  be 
able  to  move. 


^th  August. 
Dear  Mother, 

Nothing  fresh  ;  best  of  health  ;  and  best 
of  spirits.  Yesterday  a  cold  north  wind  swept 
away  the  clouds,  so  that  to-night  I  mounted 
guard  under  a  cloudless  sky  ;  and  to-day  is 
very  beautiful.  "  Praised  be  the  Lord  for 
brother  wind."  Yesterday  the  colonel  sent 
for  me  down  to  Headquarters  and  asked  me 
whom  he  had  to  thank  for  the  flag  ;  after 
this  he  kindly  entertained  me,  and  then  sent 
me  away.  In  going  down  I  stopped  in  the 
kitchen  to  get  a  hasty  meal  ;  and  when  I 
came  back  I  found  my  ration  still  hot  and  I 
ate  that  also  ! 

*  The  fox-terriers,  which  he  loved  so  much. 
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Lieutenant  Cappabianca  begs  me  to  send 
his  kind  regards  to  you  and  papa. 

A  kiss  also  to  papa,  to  Carlo,  and  to  the 
grandparents. 

Your  son,    Enzo. 


6th  August. 
Dearest  Mother, 

I  have  just  received  your  letter  of  the 
2nd.    When  you  have  much  to  do,  please  do 
not  bother  to  write  ;    the  usefulness  and  the 
holiness  of  your  work  absolve  you  fully  from 
doing  it  ;    and,  on  the  other  hand,  if  some- 
times I  am  without  a  material  sign  of  your 
love,  such  as  the  letter,  yet,  when  the  cannon 
are  quiet,  I  feel  in  some  way  your  constant 
thought  for  me  as  an  unaccountable  spiritual 
presence,  which  comes  to  me,  I  do  not  know 
whether  through  space  or  through  the  soul. 
Lieutenant  Torelli  is  here,  and  we  hope  that 
he   will   remain.      Betti   thanks   you   for   the 
slippers  and  for  all  the  other  kind  thoughts 
you  have  towards  him.     All  those  who  had 
the  luck  to  know  you  remember  you  with  a 
respectful  affection  as  your  goodness  deserves. 
This,  too,  is  one  of  the  joys  that  I  owe  to  you. 
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The  slippers  will  be  useful  to  me  during  the 
hours  of  rest  in  the  day,  but  during  the  night 
it  would  not  be  prudent  to  wear  them,  because 
in  case  of  alarm  they  would  delay  my  action, 
which  must  be  more  like  a  leap  than  an 
awaking;  in  any  case,  send  them  and  I  will 
be  very  grateful. 

To-night  Lieutenant  Cappabianca  came  into 
my  tent  to  say  good-bye,  because  he  has  been 
suddenly  transferred  to  the  52nd.  Who  will 
come  in  his  place  ? 

I  read  in  the  Unione  about  the  fine  lecture 
by  Destrèè,  at  which  I  would  like  to  have  been 
present. 

If  you  like  to  send  me  with  the  slippers  a 
pair  of  not  too  heavy  woollen  drawers,  they 
will  be  very  acceptable,  because  these  nights, 
though  clear  as  diamonds,  are  very  cold  ; 
and  though  I  do  not  feel  the  cold  in  my 
body  and  my  feet  on  account  of  my  knitted 
jerseys  and  socks,  yet  my  legs  suffer  a 
little. 

My  health  is  excellent,  my  spirits  very 
good  ;  up  till  now  I  have  had  no  chance  of 
firing  a  shot  even  though  I  am  in  the  very 
first  line.  We  still  remain  in  front  of  the 
enemy,  and  nobody  knows  how  long  it  will 
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continue  ;    the  war  here  is  kept  up  almost 
entirely  by  artillery  alone. 

Kiss  papa  and  Carlo  for  me.  Your  son 
embraces  you  with  love. 

Enzo. 

P.S. — I  am  sending  you  some  Alpine  ranun- 
cuh  picked  when  I  was  with  the  patrol  on  the 
top  of  the  mountain,  2,000  meters  high — real 
Alpine  flowers. 


yth  August. 
Dear  Father, 

All  the  letters  reach  me  punctually,  but 
not  the  parcels  ;  I  think  they  are  kept  at 
Headquarters  till  they  have  sufficiently  accumu- 
lated to  make  it  worth  while  to  carry  them 
to  their  destination  on  a  mule. 

In  the  numbering  of  my  letters  I  include 
also  those  addressed  to  you  and  to  Carlo  in 
the  same  series  of  numbers  as  those  sent  to 
Mother  ;  they  are  all  pages  of  the  same  story. 
This  morning  I  carried  a  beam  with  one  of 
my  companions  from  the  bottom  of  the  valley 
up  to  the  encampment  (a  kilometer  and  a  half). 
I  find  that  even  such  exertions  are  not  above 
my  strength,  and  that  I  am  stronger  than  I 
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thought.  Besides,  by  taking  turns  a  trunk 
of  a  tree  can  be  easily  carried,  and  this  is 
what  we  did.  Nothing  fresh.  The  weather 
is  keeping  beautiful.  My  spirits  are  very 
good. 

Kiss  Mother  and  Carlo  for  me,  and  give  me 
your  blessing. 

Your  son,     Enzo. 


^th  August. 
Dear  Mother, 

The  thought  that  one  day,  we  shall  re-read 
together  your  letters  and  mine  and  exchange 
our  comments  aloud  is  a  great  pleasure  to 
me  ;  I  already  imagine  that  it  will  be  a  very 
great  joy.  The  sun  of  the  soul  now  (there  have 
been  already  several  bright  days,  and  I  hope 
more  will  follow)  is  no  longer  alone  in  shining  in 
the  Alpine  sky  ;  the  days  are  long  and  warm, 
the  nights  are  not  cold,  and  the  sky  during 
the  night  is  very  clear,  a  little  like  glass,  which 
in  the  plain  it  is  impossible  to  observe  because 
the  air  is  heavier.  Up  here  the  air  is  so  clear 
that  it  is  almost  non-material  ;  for  this  reason 
perhaps  dreams  are  so  intensely  alive  on  these 
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heights.  Perhaps  up  here  also  the  soul  breathes 
more  easily.  Summer  in  the  mountains  is  at 
its  height. 

I  tell  you,  to  make  you  tranquil,  that  my 
tent  closes  very  well,  because  I  have  sewed 
all  the  buttons  and  bound  all  the  button-holes. 
Betti  is  grateful  to  you  for  your  confidence 
and  that  you  remember  him.  I  am  glad  that 
the  flowers  reach  you  in  good  condition.  Now 
I  will  send  you  some  butterflies  which  I  am 
pressing  between  the  leaves  of  my  pocket- 
book.  As  soon  as  they  reach  you  please  put 
them  aside  for  when  I  return,  and  I  will 
classify  them  for  you,  because  I  realize  that 
I  only  know  them  very  superficially,  but  I 
should  be  sorry  to  come  back  without  knowing 
what  butterflies  are  found  up  here.  I  continue 
to  find  some  beetles  every  now  and  then, 
which  I  put  into  the  spirits  of  wine  given  to 
me  by  Captain  Colagè.  Thank  Toto,  and  tell 
him  that  I  will  write  to  him  as  soon  as  I  can. 
(I  receive  so  many  letters  to  which  I  must 
reply  !) 

If  Carlo  wants  to  go  to  the  Military  College 
I  would  not  dissuade  him,  but  I  would  rather 
encourage  him.  What  do  you  think  ?  I 
think  you  will  be  of  the  same  opinion.     Kiss 

44 


Letters  of  Enzo  Valentini 

papa,   Carlo,   my  graridparents  for   me,  and 
remember  me  to  everybody. 

The  parcels  have  not  yet  arrived.     It  seems 
almost  impossible  ! 

Your  son  kisses  you  with  love. 

Enzo. 


()th  August. 
Dear  Mother, 

This  morning  a  very  clear  sky,  absolutely 
cloudless,  for  the  first  time  since  I  have  been 
here.  All  we  volunteers,  armed,  went  by 
companies  to  Headquarters  to  take  the  solemn 
oath.  It  was  an  unforgettable  moment,  so 
full  of  poetry  and  of  life  that  I  can  hardly 
hope  to  give  you  any  idea  of  it.  We  waited 
a  long  time  in  a  green  valley  with  scattered 
groups  of  fir  trees,  growing  opposite  each  other 
in  pairs  along  the  torrent  which  roars  its  ever- 
lasting song  in  the  deep  silence.  I  felt  the 
life  of  Mother  Earth  living  around  me  most 
intensely,  and  in  her  all  mortal  mothers,  and 
above  all  you,  my  own,  in  the  august  presence 
of  the  gigantic  mountain  which  was  behind 
me  clear  cut  in  the  diffused  light  of  the  sun. 
Never  as  to-day  has  Earth  revealed  herself 
so  clearly  to  me  as  the  eternal  Mother,  and 
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never  has  the  mountain  appeared  to  me  so 
sacred. 

We  swore  with  joy  and  faith  to  the  music 
of  the  Royal  March,  in  the  presence  of  the 
serene  powers  of  Nature,  before  the  worn  and 
glorious  flag  of  the  regiment,  beneath  the 
benediction  of  the  sun.  In  the  pauses  of  the 
music  we  could  hear  the  voice  of  the  torrent 
near  by,  and  of  the  distant  cannon.  You 
may  well  imagine  with  all  these  surroundings 
how  touching  and  solemn  the  ceremony  was. 
As  I  told  you,  I  cannot  describe  to  you  all 
my  feelings,  because  I  have  not  the  power  ; 
I  only  wanted  to  tell  you  a  few  details. 
Yesterday  Zaganelli  came  and  kissed  me  for 
you  ;  he  also  gave  me  the  chocolate  and  the 
cocoa.  Captain  Colage  gave  me  some  sugar, 
and  this  evening  I  shall  do  a  little  cooking. 
Kiss  papa  and  Carlo.    I  kiss  you  with  love. 

Your  son,  Enzo. 
P.S. — I  have  just  come  out  of  my  tent,  full 
of  gratitude  to  you.  Mother  darling,  and  I 
reopen  my  letter  to  tell  you  how  much  I  have 
been  amused,  and  all  thanks  to  you.  Imagine, 
I  decided  to  make  the  chocolate  in  my  tent, 
and  I  succeeded  very  well.  With  an  appa- 
ratus of  wire  I  hung  a  candle  to  the  fir  pole 
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which  keeps  up  the  tent  ;  with  a  nail  I  hung 
the  pannikin  with  a  Httle  water  in  it,  over 
the  flame,  when  it  began  to  boil  I  put  in  one 
part  of  cocoa  to  two  of  sugar.  The  result 
was  some  first-class  chocolate  ;  as  with  every- 
thing eatable  (camp  courtesy  !),  I  shared  it 
with  my  tent  companions,  who  saluted  you 
with  a  cheer.  Many  thanks.  The  weather 
gets  more  and  more  beautiful  and  warm  ;  it 
is  summer  even  up  here,  and  I  am  happy. 
Mother  darling,  also  because  I  received  through 
Zaganelli  your  letter  of  the  26th. 


loth  August. 
Dearest  Mother, 

I  have  just  received  your  parcels.  Thank 
you  very  much.  There  is  everything  in  them, 
and  everything  is  in  perfect  order.  The 
pocket-book  is  very  good  ;  why  were  you 
afraid  that  it  was  not  what  I  wanted  ?  Thank 
you  especially  for  the  woollen  things  and  for 
the  postcards,  which  will  make  it  easy  for 
me  to  answer  my  many  good  friends  who 
have  written  to  me.  I  put  on  the  puttees, 
the  cap,  and  the  scarf  at  once. 

Kiss  papa  and  Carlo.     Your  son  embraces 
you  tenderly. 

Enzo. 

47 


Letters  of  Enzo  Valentini 

nth  August. 
Dear  Mother, 

Nothing  fresh.  I  continue  my  usual 
life.  I  am  very  well,  physically  and  morally  ; 
even  better,  if  it  were  possible,  than  before. 

Many  greetings  to  papa  and  to  Carlo  ;  and 
an  affectionate  kiss  from  your  son 

Enzo. 


I2th  August. 
My  dearest  Mother, 

Your  letter  of  the  6th  was  very  welcome, 
only  I  was  a  little  sorry  that  you  get  anxious 
if  the  post  is  late  ;  you  know  well  that  there 
is  nothing  special  to  fear  for  me,  because  I 
am  in  a  position  where  we  neither  fight  nor 
advance,  but  we  live  the  camp  life,  which, 
as  I  have  already  told  you,  may  be  summed 
up  in  patrols,  mounting  guard  and  corvée  (the 
transport  of  boards  and  trunks,  the  carry- 
ing of  rations  from  the  kitchen  to  the 
dining-room,  etc.).  At  any  rate,  all  your 
apprehensions  show  me  how  much  you  love 
me,  and  to  the  selfish  side  of  me  ought  to  be 
welcome  !  Try  not  to  overdo  your  work  in 
the  hospital  ;  it  is  too  true  that  sometimes 
we  must  restrain  the  impetuosity  of  our  heart, 
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like  a  fiery  horse  drawing  a  coach  alongside 
of  an  old  crock  :  even  the  crock  demands 
attention,  otherwise  alone  the  thoroughbred 
could  not  endure  the  fatigue. 

Are  you  afraid  that  we  shall  soon  be  fighting  ? 
I  do  not  think  so  ;  who  lives  will  see  !  Lieu- 
tenant Zaganelli  begs  me  to  greet  you.  The 
weather  is  fine  and  hot.  My  health  is  excellent. 
My  spirits  are  very  good.  Your  son  Enzo 
kisses  you  with  love. 


I'^th  August. 
My  dearest  Mother, 

Do  you  see  ?  Was  I  not  right  in  telling 
you  not  to  be  anxious  ?  Ambushes,  fightings, 
and  who  knows  what  else,  only  because 
Lellé  *  did  not  mention  me  in  a  telegram 
which  concerned  himself  and  himself  alone  ! 
I  am  glad  that  Lellé  is  at  Perugia  ;  after  two 
months  of  this  life  a  little  rest  cannot  be  other- 
wise than  pleasant  ;  I,  as  is  natural,  knew 
about  his  bronchitis,  but  I  did  not  write  to 
you  about  it  because  Aunt  Alex  would  have 
been  greatly  alarmed,  and  it  was  not  worth 
while.  Lellè's  illness  was  not  due  to  imprudence  ; 

*  Lelio  Torelli,  his  cousin. 
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his  position  as  officer  compels  him  to  go  out 
with  the  patrol  when  it  is  his  turn  whatever 
the  weather  ;  whilst  of  us  soldiers  sometimes 
one  goes,  sometimes  another. 

I  am  glad  that  your  hospital  is  going  on 
well,  also  for  the  pleasure  it  gives  you  in  com- 
pensation for  so  much  work,  and  it  will  also 
be  a  relief  from  the  anxiety  which,  without  any 
reason,  you  suffer  on  my  account. 

The  cold,  as  I  told  you,  has  become  much 
less  in  comparison  with  the  first  days  when 
I  was  here  ;  and,  besides,  with  the  cap,  the 
jersey,  and  the  dear  green  scarf,  I  am  really 
attack-proof.  Thank  you  for  the  stockings. 
As  up  here  it  seems  they  have  neither  intention 
of  entering  into  action  nor  of  letting  us  rest, 
I  would  like  something  to  read,  some  serious 
book  which  can  be  re-read  and  which  is  very 
absorbing  ;  I  thought  of  some  book  of  Maeter- 
linck's— "  La  Sagesse  et  la  Destinée,"  for 
example.  You  could  send  it  to  me  from 
Seeber's,  20,  Via  Tornabuoni,  Florence.  I 
would  be  very  grateful  !  Life  is  going  on  very 
well.  Up  till  now  the  war  has  been  almost 
like  country  life  :  my  health  is  excellent  ; 
my  spirits  are  very  good. 

Kiss    papa    and    Carlo  ;     many    greetings 
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to   my  grandparents    and    to    all   my  other 
relations. 

Your  son  embraces  you  with  love. 

Enzo. 


i/\.th  August. 
Dear  Mother, 

Don't  be  cross  about  Lellè,  and  do  not 
draw  false  conclusions.  If  I  did  not  tell  you 
anything  about  his  slight  illness,  it  was  at 
his  wish,  and  as  his  illness  concerned  him  and 
not  me,  I  had  no  right  to  act  as  I  should  have 
thought  proper.  In  regard  to  myself,  I  will 
always  tell  you  everything.  Are  you  satisfied  ? 
For  instance,  I  will  tell  you  that  to-night 
while  I  was  on  guard  at  the  barbed  wire  our 
patrols  were  fighting  in  order  to  distract  the 
enemy's  forces  so  that  they  should  not  go 
and  help  where  another  regiment  was  attempt- 
ing to  advance.  The  sleepless  eye  of  the 
searchlight  ranged  over  the  mountain  ;  our 
trenches  crackled  with  rifle  fire  like  a  forest 
in  flame  (the  comparison  is  very  exact)  ;  our 
cannon  marked  the  rests  of  the  symphony, 
the  machine-guns  marked  the  time.  The 
enemy's  bullets  whistled,  and  I  was  laughing 
behind  a  rock  ;   the   shrapnel  burst  near  by, 

51 


Letters  of  Enzo  Valentini 

illuminating  like  flashes  of  lightning  the 
mountain,  which  was  roaring  with  echoes  ; 
and  the  bullets  and  splinters  of  shells  rained 
down  on  the  grass  with  little  thuds.  This  is 
only  a  general  impression  ;  I  saw  something 
beautiful,  and  I  was  not  the  least  afraid.  Here, 
I  spend  a  good  deal  on  chocolate  and  on 
sardines,  which  I  always  buy  when  I  can  find 
them,  for  myself  and  my  tent  companions  ; 
but  as  I  was  well  supplied  with  money  I  have 
no  need  yet  of  anything. 

As  soon  as  you  can,  send  me  a  little  tube 
of  liquid  gum  ;  send  it,  please,  because  I  use 
it  to  glue  the  butterflies  in  my  pocket-book 
(now  I  am  using  a  paste  made  of  bread). 

Nothing  fresh  to  tell  you,  except  that  every 
day  which  passes  I  love  you  more,  just  as 
during  the  journey  I  felt  a  greater  love  for 
you  at  every  kilometer  of  the  road. 

Kiss  papa  and  Carlo  with  my  love,  and  give 
your  blessing  to  your  son 

Enzo. 


i^th  August. 
My  dearest  Mother, 

Nothing    fresh.      The    summer    in    the 
mountains  is  passing,  the  weather  is  breaking. 
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but  my  tent  is  well  closed,  my  body  well 
covered.  The  first  snows  will  find  me  ready 
and  protected. 

I  am  always  very  well,  and  very  cheerful. 
I  think  of  you,  poor  darlings,  who  are  suffering 
in  the  plains  the  suffocating  heat  of  your 
implacable  August,  while  we  up  here  are 
enjoying  the  cool,  a  little  biting,  of  a  mild 
November. 

Kiss  papa  and  Carlo,  Give  your  blessing 
to  your  son,  who  kisses  you  with  the  greatest 
love. 

Enzo. 


ijth  August. 
My  dearest  Mother, 

Yesterday  I  did  not  write  to  you  because 
I  spent  the  day  with  the  patrol  at  the  Sasso 
di  Mezzodì.  Going  there  in  the  middle  of  the 
night  a  sprinkling  of  snow  which  lay  upon 
the  grass  (it  had  fallen  the  day  before)  was 
very  useful  to  us,  because  the  snow,  remaining 
in  the  hollows,  showed  us  by  its  whiteness  the 
place  where  we  could  find  foothold. 

As  the  order  not  to  fire  has  been  withdrawn, 
yesterday  from  behind  my  shelter  of  stones 
I  fired  my  first  five  shots  against  the  Austrians, 
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who  were  passing  on  their  business  along  the 
road  which  goes  along  the  backbone  of  the 
mountain  opposite  us  ;  at  each  shot  I  saw 
them  fly  in  great  haste  or  else  throw  them- 
selves down,  a  sign  that  the  bullet  did  not 
pass  far  from  them  ;  but  naturally  it  did  not 
hit  them,  because  the  distance  was  at  least 
about  800  meters  ;  we  fired  more  to  disturb 
them  than  anything  else.  My  first  rifle  shot 
gave  me  no  emotion  ;  looking  between  the 
stones  for  a  long  time,  whilst  taking  aim  and 
shooting,  I  felt  almost  exactly  as  one  feels 
when  shooting  game.  Also  the  enemy  answered 
without  seeing  me,  and  the  bullets  fell  against 
the  high,  distant  rocks.  I  have  kept,  as  a 
charm,  the  case  of  the  first  cartridge  that  I 
fired.  We  came  back  to  camp  before  evening, 
profiting  by  the  protection  of  a  very  thick 
mist.  As  soon  as  we  got  home,  that  is  to  say, 
into  my  tent,  I  found  your  letter  of  the  12th 
and  your  parcel,  also  of  the  12th,  with  the 
drawers  ;  so  the  experiment  has  succeeded, 
the  means  have  been  found.  If  you  can  find 
amongst  my  winter  clothes  those  chamois 
gloves  with  fur  inside,  send  them  to  me,  and 
if  you  like  to  send  me  the  little  spirit-lamp, 
please  do  so  ;    I  will  use  it  whenever  I  have 
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some  spirits  of  wine.  The  greatest  difficulty 
is  to  get  sugar  ;  I  shall  be  grateful  to  you  if 
you  will  send  me  a  supply,  equal  to  double 
the  quantity  of  cocoa^  hiding  it  in  cocoa-tins, 
if  by  chance  you  cannot  send  sugar.  I  say 
equal  to  double  the  quantity  of  cocoa^  because  it 
is  the  proportion  which  I  have  found  right. 

Greetings  to  your  wounded  soldiers,  to 
whom  I  am  grateful  for  the  satisfaction  they 
give  you.  I  wrote  to  Toto  three  days  ago. 
When  will  he  be  promoted  ?  You  advise  me 
not  to  keep  your  letters  ?  Are  you  mad  ?  I 
often  re-read  them,  and  find  them  you  cannot 
imagine  how  beautiful  ;  even  if  they  were 
badly  written  the  beauty  of  the  feelings  by 
which  they  are  inspired  would  be  sufficient 
to  make  them  precious. 

Kiss  papa  and  Carlo  for  me  (if  he  is  at  the 
Casone  by  letter),  and  give  your  blessing  to 
your  son,  who  is  kissing  you  with  the  greatest 
love. 

Enzo. 


\(^th  August. 
Dear  Mother, 

To-night  I  went  on  patrol  with  Zaganelli. 
We   advanced   into   the   pass   beyond   those 
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ruined  houses  where  I  went  the  first  time  I 
was  on  patrol  with  Lellé  ;  here  we  stopped 
and  remained  at  the  post  all  the  night,  listen- 
ing to  every  little  noise.  No  alarm  came  to 
interrupt  our  waiting  under  the  clear  sky, 
which  was  furrowed  by  falling  stars  ;  towards 
morning  we  returned  to  camp.  I  have  hardly 
anything  else  to  tell  you.  The  season  has 
changed,  and  every  now  and  then  it  drizzles 
or  sleets  a  little.  When  the  sky  is  clear  in 
the  still  green  depth  of  the  valley  an  inde- 
scribable sweetness  of  September  is  present, 
caused  by  the  clear  air  and  luminous  silence 
which  the  voice  of  the  scattered  birds  cuts 
without  interrupting,  as  when  in  our  country, 
amid  the  languor  of  the  dying  summer,  the 
joy  of  the  migratory  birds  comes  along.  On 
these  rocks  the  stone-chat  is  strutting  in  the 
sun,  showing  every  now  and  then  the  snowy 
white  of  his  tail  ;  and  the  mountain  red-tail 
darts  about  madly  spreading  and  closing  in 
joy  his  ruby  fan,  and  proudly  swelling  his 
black  throat,  which  shines  like  a  bit  of  coal. 
From  time  to  time  large  flocks  of  ravens  with 
their  easy  flight,  black  as  ebony  and  shining 
like  our  crows,  but  distinguishable  from  them 
by  their  white   ivory   beak,   wheel   down   on 
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the  bones  scattered  near  the  kitchens  on  the 
side  of  the  mount  ;  and  sometimes  like  a 
shuttle  thrown  rapidly  by  an  invisible  hand 
the  Alpine  swallow  crosses  the  evening  air. 
Rarely  and  timidly,  because  of  the  unusual 
height,  even  the  house  swallow  comes  to  us 
with  the  familiar  grace  of  its  flight  and 
twitterings  and  then  returns  to  the  valley. 
The  blackbird  reminds  us  of  the  gay  vine- 
yards of  the  far-away  hills,  and  the  Alpine 
finch,  with  its  wings  of  snow,  splendidly 
represents  its  modest  family  up  here.  Read 
this  to  papa  and  tell  him  that  in  hunting  the 
Austrian  pig  I  wish  he  were  the  wild  boar  of 
the  Maremma  (gentle  blood  never  lies),  and 
say  that  I  feel  growing  in  me  the  skill  of  a 
hunter. 

I  greet  and  kiss  you  with  love. 

Your  son,  Enzo. 


i<^th  August. 
Dear  Mother, 

Your  letter  of  this  morning  filled  me 
with  indignation  against  the  person  who  gave 
you  the  false  news  about  me  which  has 
troubled  you.     After  a  month  of  this  life  I 
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am  just  the  same  as  I  was  before,  if  I  have 
not  even  improved.     My  spirits  are  always 
as  usual  ;  as  to  my  cold,  it  is  a  pure  invention. 
This  does  not  prevent  me  from  putting  on 
all  the  woollen  things  you  send  me,  not  as  a 
remedy,  but  as  a  precaution.      Better  than 
anybody  else,   believe    me,  I    can   give  you 
my  news,  because  I  never  have  hidden  any- 
thing  from    you,   good    or    bad,    about    this 
Alpine  life  ;    and  as  I  promise  not  to  hide 
anything  from  you  in  the  future,  you  must 
promise  me  not  to  believe  even  a  word  which 
gives  you  news  about  your  son  different  from 
that   which   he   has   told   you.      Be   tranquil 
then,  Mother,  and  be  calm  ;    trust  me  that 
I  am  not  deceiving  you,  because  you  do  not 
deserve  to  be  deceived.    Send  me  any  quantity 
of  heavy  things  you  like,  because  there  can 
never  he  "  too  much  "  in  this  case,  and  there 
are  always  some  good  fellows  to  whom  one 
can  usefully  give  a  little  present. 

Kiss  papa  and  Carlo,  and  bless  your  son, 
who  kisses  you  with  love. 

Enzo. 
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21  St  August. 
Dear  Mother, 

Yesterday  I  did  not  write  to  you  because 
I  went  to  wash  my  clothes  in  the  ditch,  and 
then  I  spent  some  time  talking  to  Captain 
Colage  ;  so  the  hour  for  posting  passed,  and 
it  was  no  use.  The  day  before  yesterday  I 
received  the  parcel  of  stockings  of  the  "  chat 
botté,^^  which  will  be  very  useful  to  me  when 
the  season  is  more  advanced,  and  when  I 
come  back  to  my  tent  at  night  with  my  feet 
wet  and  frozen.  I  thank  you  heartily  for 
them.  According  to  what  you  tell  me,  your 
wounded  soldiers  are  cheerful  !  Certainly 
they  ought  to  be  very  satisfied  and  proud  ! 
A  wound  is  a  mark  of  election. 

It  has  not  been  cold  for  two  days,  and  the 
weather  is  better  :  perhaps  summer  is  not 
yet  over  ;  let  us  hope  so  !  I  imagine  your 
sadness  now  that  even  Carlo  is  no  longer  with 
you.  You  must  keep  up  your  courage  ;  "  God 
is  giving  you  a  bad  vintage,  but  perhaps  the 
olives  will  be  better." 

There  is  nothing  fresh  except  the  burning 
of  a  village  far  away,  caused  by  the  Austrians 
with  their  incendiary  bombs  :  this  is  a  sign 
of  their  want  of  confidence  in  their  victory  ; 
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when  they  begin  to   burn  they  are  not  far 
from  retreating  before  our  attack. 

Each  day  which  passes  I  reaHze  that  the 
war  does  not  consist  only  in  rifle  shots,  and 
that  it  isn't  enough  to  have  the  ephemeral 
and  impulsive  courage  of  a  charge,  but  it  is 
necessary  to  have  also  another  sort  of  courage, 
which  costs  more,  because  there  is  time  to 
think  of  it — the  daily  courage  of  enduring 
fatigues  and  discomforts  with  a  tranquil 
mind. 

I  keep  well,  and  it  is  now  nearly  a  month 
since  I  came  here,  and  I  am  in  excellent 
fettle. 

Caccia  and  others  who  know  you  beg  me 
to  send  you  their  kind  regards.  I  kiss  you 
and  papa  affectionately. 

Give  your  blessing  to  your  son 

Enzo. 

I  have  already  written  to  Toto  and  will 
write  to  him  again. 


2'i,rd  August. 
My  dearest  Mother, 

I  am  glad  to  know  that  you  are  calmer, 
and  to  know  that  the  description  of  the  night 
from  the  13th  to  the  14th  persuaded  you  that 
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I  do  not  deceive  you,  but  that  I  really  write 
you  everything. 

This  morning  I  received  a  pile  of  letters 
and  also  yours  of  the  i8th  and  19th,  and  I 
received  the  chocolate — most  excellent  in  the 
opinion  of  everyone.  As  I  have  been  able 
to  get  a  little  sugar,  I  have  begun  again  to 
make  chocolate,  no  longer  with  water,  but 
with  coffee  ;    it  is  heavenly  ! 

Parisani  wrote  me  a  very  nice  postcard,  in 
which  he  says  that  he  is  sorry  not  to  be  able 
to  do  as  I  have  done,  and  says  that  "  one 
cannot  live  except  on  the  spot  where  one  is 
exposed  to  death  for  the  ideal  "  ;  one  can 
understand  from  this  phrase  what  a  man 
like  him  must  feel  at  the  actual  moment,  a 
man  to  whom  the  soul  is  everything.  I  have 
received  also  a  postcard  from  Professor 
Piergili,  which  I  copy  for  you  :  "  Bravo, 
Enzo  !  Your  country  will  be  grateful  to  you, 
because,  following  in  the  footsteps  of  your 
family  and  giving  the  youth  of  Perugia  a 
noble  example,  you  have  voluntarily  rushed 
to  vindicate  our  sacred  rights.  We  are  already 
anticipating  the  joy  of  the  festival  we  shall 
have  at  your  return. 

"  The  Director — Piergili." 

Up  here  nothing  fresh  ;  the  weather  is  fine 
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very  cold  if  the   north  wind   blows  ;    warm 
and  mild  if  the  air  is  calm. 

My  health  is  always  excellent. 

Andrei's  family  load  me  with  kindness,  and 
very  often  send  me  patriotic  postcards.  Except 
papa  and  my  grandfather,  when  he  wishes  it, 
nobody  else  must  read  these  letters  which  I 
write  to  you. 

Thank  you  for  the  book  and  for  the  other 
things  ;  you  are  a  dear  mother  and  succeed 
in  making  war  like  a  country  holiday  for 
me.  If  you  could  now  send  me  some  letter- 
paper  it  will  be  a  real  kindness. 

Kiss  papa  for  me,  and  give  your  blessing 
to  your  son,  who  is  always  thinking  of  you. 
Enzo. 

2^th  August. 
Dear  Father, 

Thank  you  for  your  letter,  which  pleased 
me  very  much.  I  am  sorry  that  Mother  has 
a  cold,  caught,  I  am  sure,  through  tiring 
herself  more  than  was  necessary  at  the  hos- 
pital, and  in  other  similar  things  in  which  it 
is  a  holy  work  to  occupy  oneself,  but  which 
ought  not  to  be  a  cause  of  injury  to  anybody. 
I  am  glad  that  Lelle  is  well  ;  he  also  is  one 
who  was  quietly  killing  himself  in  doing  his 
62 


Letters  of  Enzo  Valentini 

duty  ;     fortunately    for    him,  the    bronchitis 
arrived  in  time. 

To-day  is  a  wonderful  day — cloudless  and 
without  cannonade,  calm  and  hot  as  in  the 
plain,  but  without  the  closeness  which  weighs 
on  you  unhappy  ones  down  there.  To-day 
more  than  ever  the  war  is  like  a  country 
holiday.  I  sympathize  with  you  because  you 
cannot  go  to  Laviano  ;  it  must  be  a  real 
unhappiness  for  you  who  go  to  Laviano  as 
to  an  oasis  in  the  desert. 

Now  at  Laviano  the  muscatels  are  colouring, 
swelling,  growing  full  of  sugar  in  the  sun,  and 
I  celebrate  the  festival  of  the  grapes  by  eating 
up  here  the  violet  berries  of  the  myrtles,  which 
remind  me  a  little  of  their  taste.  Yesterday 
evening,  by-the-bye,  I  amused  myself.  I 
built  a  small  oven  of  stones  close  to  my  tent, 
then  I  lighted  a  good  fire  of  pine  and  juniper 
wood,  and  on  the  embers  I  toasted  some  slices 
of  bread  ;  it  was  a  banquet  for  a  king. 

Fire  makes  one  very  cheerful.  Indeed, 
except  very  rarely  when  I  am  sentimental, 
cheerfulness  is  my  usual  condition. 

Kiss  my  mother,  and  believe  me  always 
your  affectionate  son 

Enzo. 
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2^th  August. 
Dear  Mother, 

Last  night  from  half-past  eight  in  the 
evening  till  three  in  the  morning  we  worked 
at  digging  a  very  advanced  trench. 

A  splendid  moonlight  night,  fine  and  not 
cold,  but  not  suited  for  working  because  it 
was  too  hght.  In  fact  we  were  a  little  molested 
by  some  shrapnel,  from  which  the  trench  in 
which  we  were  working  protected  us.  Digging 
is  not  an  exertion  above  my  strength,  and  then, 
as  I  am  liked  by  all  the  soldiers,  five  minutes 
never  pass  without  somebody  offering  to  take 
my  place,  which  I  accept  or  refuse  according 
as  I  please. 

To-day  is  a  splendid  summer  day.  I  went 
to  the  stream  to  bathe  ;  what  a  pleasure  ! 
In  Adam's  costume  I  seemed  like  the  genius 
of  the  waters.  The  bathe  did  me  much  good. 
"  Praised  be  the  Lord  for  our  sister  Water." 

Kiss  papa,  and  accept  yourself  an  affec- 
tionate kiss  from  your  son 

Enzo. 

zyth  August. 
Dearest  Parents, 

I  am  writing  to  you  both,  because  this 
morning  I  received  your  letters  on  the  same 

64 


Letters  of  Enzo  Valentini 

subject,  about  which  I  have  thought  a  great 
deal.    If  this  quick  course  is  open  to  volun- 
teers (it  will  be  necessary  to  inquire)  certainly 
it  would  offer  many  advantages  :    first,  the 
advantage  of  rank  ;    secondly,  two  months' 
rest  at  home  with  you  ;    thirdly,   I   should 
avoid  two  months  of  static  war  in  full  winter  ; 
fourthly,    I    should   change   front    from    the 
Alps  to  the  Isonzo,  and  pass  from  the  war 
of  immovable  patience  to  the  active  war  of 
rapid  advances  ;    fifthly,  the  country    would 
gain  greater  advantage  from  an  officer  than 
from  a  soldier.    On  the  side  of  honour  I  think 
the  thing  is  perfectly  all  right,   considering 
that  after  the  call  of  '96  I  shall  be  no  longer 
a  volunteer,  and  besides,  if  it  were  not  honour- 
able, you  would  not  advise  it.     After  having 
considered  all  this,  I  have  decided  to  authorize 
you  to  make  all  the  arrangements  to  inscribe 
me  in  the  course  in  question,  and  I  thank  you 
for  having  told  me  about  it. 

Yesterday  I  did  not  write  to  you  because 
I  have  been  with  the  patrol  to  the  usual 
advanced  post.  I  started  at  eight  on  the 
evening  of  the  25  th,  and  I  came  back  to  my 
tent  at  eleven  on  the  evening  of  the  day  after  ; 
it   was  a   very   interesting   day.     The   most 
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beautiful  weather,  the  march  in  the  moon- 
light, both  in  going  and  coming  back,  was 
not  at  all  cold.  As  soon  as  we  arrived  at  the 
place  we  saw  in  the  valley,  which  is  to  be 
conquered,  a  wonderful  sight — a  burning 
village  reddened  and  smoking  tragically  in 
the  immense  azure  of  the  moonlight  night  ; 
on  the  ridge  of  a  small  hill  it  seemed  like  a 
fire  lighted  on  an  altar.  I  slept  calmly  all 
night  under  a  rock  in  a  recess  sheltered  from 
the  wind. 

In  the  morning  I  mounted  guard  and  fired 
at  an  Austrian  who  was  carrying  a  sack  of 
bread  ;  he  hid  himself  at  once  behind  a 
rock  and  did  not  come  out  again.  Towards 
evening  there  was  a  wonderfully  interesting 
spectacle.  I  was  present  at  a  duel  of  artillery 
between  our  cannon  and  the  enemy's  battery 
placed  on  the  side  of  the  mountain  on  which 
their  trenches  are  dug.  Our  shells  were  calcu- 
lated marvellously  and  reduced  to  silence 
two  cannon,  destroying  a  trench  like  heavy 
hail  and  raising  clouds  of  smoke,  dust  and 
stones,  so  that  it  seemed  as  if  a  volcano  had 
suddenly  opened  on  the  side  of  the  mountain 
and  was  belching  forth  its  pebbles,  ashes  and 
vapours. 
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To-day  it  has  been  very  hot^  and  now  it  is 
raining  from  the  scattered  clouds  in  those  few 
large  drops  which  are  usual  in  our  part  in 
summer.  I  am  astonished  to  hear  that  it  is 
cold  there, 

I  kiss  you  with  best  love. 

Your  son,  Enzo. 


z^th  August. 
Dear  Mother, 

Yesterday  I  authorized  you  to  make  the 
necessary  arrangements  for  my  inscription  in 
the  Training  Course  for  Officers  ;  to-day  I 
make  one  condition,  and  it  is  this  :  If  the 
course  is  at  Perugia,  all  right,  but  in  case  it 
is  not,  I  do  not  wish  to  join  it,  and  prefer  to 
remain  a  private  soldier  at  the  front  ;  because 
the  principal  reason  for  which  I  resolved  to 
follow  your  advice,  and  abandon  this  favoured 
spot  where  we  live  and  die  for  an  Ideal,  is 
the  great  longing  to  see  you  and  papa  again, 
a  desire  that  would  be  frustrated  if  the  course 
were  at  Modena  or  in  some  place  other  than 
Perugia.  So  make  inquiries,  and  tell  me 
something  quickly. 

In  order  to  reassure  you  I  will  tell  you  that 
even  if,  for  the  reason  which  I  have  given,  I 
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shall  not  be  able  to  join  this  accelerated  course, 
I  need  not  therefore  be  a  private  soldier  for 
ever,  because  I  could  join  one  of  those  extra 
and  very  rapid  courses  which  every  now  and 
then  we  have  at  the  front,  and  in  which 
practical  proof  is  the  examination.  Besides, 
the  life  which  I  have  led  up  till  now  has  not 
demoralized  me  at  all,  and  discomforts  and 
fatigue  which  beat  against  my  now  unchange- 
able will,  like  waves  against  a  rock,  make  me 
neither  fear  nor  vacillate. 

Our  trenches  and  covered  paths,  owing  to 
our  last  work,  have  reached  a  great  distance 
from  our  camp,  and  come  very  near  the 
trenches  and  outposts  of  the  enemy.  The 
whole  mountain  is  dug  up  and  corroded  by 
our  work  ;  it  seems  inhabited  by  a  gigantic 
mole. 

After  the  war  the  sweet  grass  of  the  meadows 
will  cover  the  paths,  the  rains  will  fill  up  the 
deep  furrows  of  the  trenches,  which  will  be 
covered  with  flowers.  Of  the  great  war  nothing 
else  will  appear  but  some  wrinkles  and  some 
hollows  on  the  back  of  the  mountain  and  some 
fragment  of  corroded  iron  which  the  cow  going 
along  slowly  will  stumble  against  with  its 
peaceful  foot.  Meanwhile,  however,  the  con- 
68 


Letters  of  Enzo  Valentini 

tinuous  cannonade  resounds  amongst  the 
mountains,  adding  a  note  of  passion  to  the 
sublime  beauty  of  the  place. 

I  enclose  a  petition  for  papa,  recommending 
him  to  take  it  into  consideration  ;  it  is  about 
a  good  chap. 

Kiss  papa  and  Carlo  ;  your  son  embraces 
you. 

Enzo. 


2()th  August. 
Dear  Mother, 

I  am  not  surprised  that  it  is  rumoured 
that  the  51st  Regiment  is  going  into  repose  ; 
here  in  our  company  a  day  does  not  pass 
without  surprising  rumours.  On  the  21st  we 
are  going  into  billets.  On  the  27th  there  is 
to  be  an  advance.  The  1st  of  September  we 
are  going  to  Libia.  The  52nd  is  advancing 
on  Bolzano  ;  and  nevertheless  the  position 
remains  unchanged.  What  is  going  to  happen 
no  one  knows,  and  it  is  better  to  await  events 
rather  than  to  anticipate  them.  To-night, 
taking  advantage  of  the  light  mist  which  veiled 
the  moon  and  made  our  work  less  dangerous, 
we  have  dug  a  very  advanced  trench  in  sight 
of  the  barbed  wire  and  sentinels  of  the  enemy 
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under  the  nose  of  their  observatory,  which 
is  placed  at  the  end  of  the  glacier  on  the 
other  side  of  che  pass.  The  trench  faces 
the  enemy's  positions,  and  is  further  up 
the  big  grassy  side  of  the  mountain  than 
those  ruined  houses  where  our  patrol  goes 
at  night.  It  is  joined  to  our  camp  by  a  long 
path  which  twists  and  turns  amongst  the 
tall  perfumed  grass,  and  the  isolated  firs  and 
pines  which  make  the  view  so  characteristic. 
Both  the  path  and  the  trench  were  made  by 
us  in  one  night,  from  the  first  blow  of  the 
pick  to  the  last  sheltering  sod. 

It  is  a  great  satisfaction  to  see  such  work 
appearing  as  if  by  magic  under  our  inde- 
fatigable tools  ;  we  imagine  with  malignant 
joy  the  painful  surprise  which  the  Austrians 
will  feel  when  to-morrow  they  see  this  new 
work  sprung  up  in  a  night  under  their  nose 
in  spite  of  the  cannonade  which  they,  on  the 
supposition  that  we  were  working  higher  up 
on  the  crest  of  the  side  of  the  mountain,  have 
wasted  up  there. 

The  weather  continues  mild  though  a  little 

variable  ;    sometimes  it  drizzles,  but  it  is  not 

at  all  cold.    For  some  days  the  meadows  have 

been  crowded  with  an  enormous  number  of 
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grasshoppers  of  every  kind  which  chirp  and 
sing  day  and  night,  much  louder  than  those 
in  the  plain  ;  certainly  they  are  not  com- 
parable to  the  harmonious  and  unanimous 
concert  of  our  symphonic  locusts,  but  yet 
their  small  voices  and  their  movements  give 
much  cheerfulness  and  life  to  the  immense, 
austere  loneliness  of  the  calm  meadow. 

Your  observation  on  the  Alpine  flowers  is 
quite  right  :  since  I  have  been  here  I  have 
seen  about  twenty  flowers  blossom  in  succes- 
sion ;    one  could  make  a  floral  calendar. 

A  kiss  from  your  son 

Enzo. 


30/Z)  August. 
Dear  Mother, 

Captain  Colagé  has  been  nominated  as 
commander  of  the  ist  Battalion  and  has  had 
to  depart,  to  my  sincere  regret.  In  his  place 
we  have  Lieutenant  Battisti,  a  man  from  the 
south  ;  he  sent  for  me  this  morning  and  told 
me  that  the  captain  had  warmly  recommended 
me  to  him  and  that  I  must  tell  him  whatever 
I  wanted. 

I   am  glad  about  the  happy  end  of  Toto's 
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course,  and  I  beg  you  to  offer  my  congratu- 
lations to  him. 

During  these  days  I  have  made  an  interest- 
ing   observation,    which   is    that    the   Alpine 
animals    are    sublimely    indifferent    to    the 
hubbub  of  the  war.    I  saw  during  a  deafening 
cannonade  a  weasel  (or  an  ermine  (?) — I  do 
not    know    which,    because    in    summer    the 
ermine  is  cinnamon-coloured  like  the  weasel) 
playing    amongst    the    rocks    on    which    the 
Alpine    nut-hatches     were     calmly    walking, 
opening  every  now  and  then  their  wide  fan- 
like black  wings  which  are  spotted  with  blood 
colour,  in  striking  contrast  to  the  delicate  grey 
of  their  restless  heads.    The  roar  of  the  shells 
does  not  silence  the  little  grasshoppers,  though 
they  become  silent  at  the  lightest  movement 
of  the  grass.      It   is   a  strange  phenomenon, 
which  may  be  explained  by  admitting  that 
such  noises  are  so  outside  the  circle  of  their 
little  lives  as  to  mean  nothing  to  them.     Per- 
haps, passing  from  the  world  of  the  senses  to 
that  of  the  spirit,  and  from  animals  to  man,  a 
similar  theory  might  also  be  applied  in  ex- 
planation of  unbelief  and  atheism. 

Life  is  always  the  same  up  here,  and  the 
mountain  is  always  more  beautiful  and  inex- 
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haustibly  new.     My  health  is  excellent  ;    my 
spirits  very  good. 

Kiss  papa,  and  give  your  blessing  to  your 
son,  who  with  great  love  thinks  of  you. 

Enzo. 

P.S. — Only  one  animal  is  afraid  of  the  war 
and  has  withdrawn  to  the  green  mountains 
we  have  left  behind  us  ;    it  is  the  chamois. 


1st  September. 
Dear  Mother, 

What  a  delightful  day  it  was  yesterday  ! 
I  started  at  half-past  seven  in  the  morning 
from  here  and  re-entered  my  tent  about  ten 
in  the  evening. 

In  coming  down  from  the  mountain  as  far 
as  the  Malga  (where  I  encamped,  if  you 
remember,  the  day  on  which  I  arrived  up 
here)  I  again  saw  the  beautiful  forests  whose 
loveliness  made  my  knapsack  light  and  the 
ascent  a  level.  The  light  of  morning  was 
triumphant  in  the  clear  sky  ;  the  meadows 
sparkled  bravely  with  emerald  splendour  and 
were  dotted  with  the  rosy  flame  of  the 
autumnal  colchicum,  and  reminded  me  of 
Laviar.o  and  our  sweet  September. 
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I  saw  the  cemetery  silent  and  austere,  with 
its  crosses  and  its  faded  wreaths,  with  its 
flowers  of  rosy  colchicum  bathed  in  an 
intense  light,  amongst  the  tall  fir  trees  which 
raise  against  the  background  of  the  mountain 
their  thin  branches,  delicate  as  an  embroidery 
of  blue  light.  I  saw  once  more  the  wild 
gorges  of  Sottoguda,  where  the  clear  cold  river 
buries  itself  in  foaming  tumult  amongst  the 
stones,  covered  with  a  perfumed  moss  ; 
at  one  moment  it  is  shut  in  between  lofty 
walls  which  the  woods  crown  with  green, 
blue  in  the  shadow  ;  at  another  it  is  iridescent 
in  the  sunlight,  which  descends  in  rays  from 
above.  Altogether  a  sublime  and  an  un- 
imaginable spectacle. 

I  saw  again  Sottoguda,  with  its  black 
steeple  and  its  roofs  of  wooden  tiles  polished 
like  antimony,  and  the  clear  valley  and 
the  deep  woods  and  the  river  amongst  the 
shining  gravel,  and  the  fair  fields  with  the 
women  bent  down  and  mowing,  and  the  dogs, 
the  swallows,  and  the  babies,  fair  and  pale, 
playing  about  the  meadows  ;  and  amidst 
these  tranquil  images  of  peace  the  warlike 
confusion  of  baggage  waggons,  camions, 
mules,  soldiers   of   every  kind,  carts,  cannon 
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which  go,  come    and  stop  in    apparent  con- 
fusion and  yet  in  perfect  order.     And  then 
on  the  road  to  Rocca  Pietore  we  were  buried 
in   deep  woods    which  sun    and  shadow   em- 
broider with  blue  and  gold  amidst  the  green 
of   the  fir   trees.     As  soon   as  we   arrived  at 
Caprile  we  went  (I  speak  in  the  plural  because 
I  was  with  my  sergeant-major)  to  see  Captain 
Colagè,  and  our  meeting  was  very  affectionate. 
He  is  a  man  worth  his  weight  in  gold  !     We 
lunched  at  an  inn  beneath  the  chimney-piece, 
in  the  centre  of  which  the  fire  was  burning, 
and  at  the  end  (I  wish  you  could  have  seen 
how  charming  it  was)  a  long,  narrow  window 
with  geraniums  and  carnations  in  it,  opening 
on  green  pastures.    Towards  the  end  of  lunch 
the  host,  with  his  eyes  starting  out  of  his  head 
with  fright,  begged  us  to  fly  because  the  shells 
were   raining   on  the    village.      Laughing   at 
him  and  his  fright,  we  went  out  to  eat  and 
drink  in  the  piazza  with  our  flask  and  fruit. 
The  women  passed  running  with  their  peculiar 
baskets  full  of  household  utensils,  which  they 
were  placing  in   safety,   and  also   frightened 
men   and   half-stupefied   children  ;     while   on 
the  roofs  the  bullets  fell  like  hail,  and  in  the 
clear   sky   some   shrapnel   burst.       We    were 
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not  frightened,  but  the  good  people  of  Caprile 
lose  their  heads  in  a  cannonade,  so  much  so 
that  our  host  did  not  even  make  us  pay  in 
his  haste  to  send  us  away.  A  shell  burst  in 
the  enclosure  of  the  mules  and  wounded  some 
of  them  horribly.  One  of  them  had  its  cheek 
cut  and  pouring  with  blood,  and  its  look  was 
so  desperate  that  only  for  the  sake  of  that 
mule  I  hated  the  whole  wicked  Austrian 
race. 

We  returned  slowly,  loaded  with  provisions 
and  very  happy.  At  the  Malga  the  guards 
invited  us  to  dinner  on  the  grass,  while  the 
circle  of  the  mountains  was  lighted  with  red 
bonfires  under  the  vast  opal  azure  of  the 
evening  air. 

One  cannot  find  a  simpler  and  better  people 
than  these  rough  Alpine  soldiers  ;  the  moun- 
tain gives  a  little  of  its  austere  calmness  to 
their  souls  which  shows  itself  in  their  gentle 
goodness.  Imagine,  one  of  them  on  account 
of  a  friendship  between  us  which  dates  from 
this  evening  gave  me  a  bunch  of  fresh  Alpine 
stars  of  incredible  beauty  ;  he  is  a  Venetian 
sergeant-major.  Another,  a  corporal-major 
from  Montepulciano,  who  killed  an  Austrian 
Alpino  up  on  the  mountain  and  carried  him 
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on  his  shoulders  to  the  camp,  gave  me  the 
mountain  pheasant's  feather  which  adorned 
the  dead  man's  hat  ;  it  is  a  most  interesting 
memento  of  the  war.  At  nightfall,  while  in 
the  immense  azure  the  fires  grew  red  near 
the  wooden  huts,  we  went  on  again.  At  ten 
I  reached  my  tent,  dead  tired,  happy  and 
quite  convinced  that  the  world  is  beautiful. 

Kiss  papa  and  give  your  blessing  to  your 
son,  who  kisses  you  with  great  love. 

Enzo. 


^rd  September. 
Dear  Mother, 

Yesterday  I  did  not  write  to  you  because 
I  was  very  busy.  I  and  my  companions  built 
a  hut  with  some  boards  ;  it  was  a  varied  and 
interesting  work,  but  at  the  same  time  a  little 
long  and  fatiguing.  The  reason  of  this  hasty 
operation  is  that  yesterday  it  began  to  snow 
unexpectedly,  and  you  can  imagine  that  a 
tent,  when  it  snows,  is  not  a  very  comfortable 
dwelling.  It  snowed  a  great  deal  and  for  a 
long  time,  so  that  towards  evening  the  whole 
mountain  was  white.  Very  beautiful  to 
look  at. 

In  the  hut  we  are  fairly  comfortable,  and 
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it  is  not  very  cold  ;  and  besides,  if  there  is 
no  wind,  even  outside  it  is  mild. 

The  myrtle-berries  are  very  good,  I  think 
they  are  one  of  the  aromas  used  in  making 
Alpine  brandy  ;  I  will  send  you  two  or 
three  small  branches  of  them  with  their  leaves 
already  red,  already  touched  by  the  sickness 
of  autumn. 

The  bath  I  took  some  days  ago  was  not 
an  imprudence,  as  the  sky  was  quite  cloudless 
and  the  water  warm  ;  and  besides  I  had  such 
need  of  a  good  wash  that  I  would  have  done 
anything  to  get  it. 

Will  you  tell  me  why  you  persist  in  imagining 
and  believing  a  lot  of  things  which  I  do  not 
write  to  you,  even  though  you  know  that  I 
always  write  and  tell  you  everything  ?  To 
be  sent  away  from  the  51st  ?  To  be  always 
going  forward,  and  soon  to  be  about  to  make 
a  great  advance  ?  I  have  never  heard  any- 
thing of  all  this.  As  to  advancing,  it  is  now 
a  month  and  a  half  that  I  have  been  up  here, 
and  always  in  the  same  place.  Please  do  not 
build,  and,  above  all,  do  not  base  your  con- 
structions, on  rumours  of  any  sort  ;  it  will 
be  better  for  you  ! 

In  spite  of  the  snow,  owing  to  the  abundance 
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of  warm  things  that  you  have  sent  to  me  on 
many  occasions  my  health  is  very  good.  My 
spirits,  naturally,  excellent.  Kiss  papa  and 
Carlo,  the  boy  scout  prodigal  son. 

And  you.  Mother  darling,  keep  calm  and 
accept  a  thousand  affectionate  kisses  from 
your  son 

Enzo. 


/[th  September. 
Dear  Mother, 

Yesterday  evening  a  soldier  arrived  at 
our  company  and  gave  me  a  parcel  containing 
two  boxes  of  very  good  sweet  cocoa  and  a 
ream  of  letter-paper.    Many  thanks. 

Yesterday,  towards  evening,  the  snow 
almost  entirely  melted  and  the  meadows 
reappeared,  but  quite  changed  like  the  face 
of  a  man  who  has  been  the  prey  of  a  violent 
passion. 

The  sickness  of  autumn  has  attacked  the 
grass,  and  the  landscape  has  changed  colour, 
losing  its  green  and  becoming  yellow,  tawny, 
brown  and  grey  ;  and  in  the  universal  grey 
the  myrtles  seem  like  heaps  of  rusty  iron. 
During  the  night  it  again  snowed  abundantly, 
but  our  hut  is  well  closed,  and  I  did  not  feel 
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■^t  all  cold.  This  morning  in  the  cold  light  of 
the  veiled  sun  the  grey  and  white  mountains 
appeared  like  ghosts,  and  the  slow,  lazy- 
mists  rising  from  the  valley  also  seemed  like 
ghosts  :  a  very  beautiful  and  peculiar  effect 
it  was.  Kiss  papa  for  me,  and  Carlo  and  Toto 
in  your  letter,  and  accept  a  tender  embrace 
from  your  son 

Enzo. 

^th  September. 
Dear  Mother, 

Though  I  am  sorry  to  lose  the  oppor- 
tunity of  seeing  you  again,  I  do  not  regret 
anything.  What  would  be  the  advantage  of 
living  in  safety  if  I  was  fa:»*  from  you,  from 
papa  and  from  the  things  that  I  love  ?  I 
thank  you,  however,  for  your  anxiety  and 
care. 

I  shall  be  glad  if  you  will  send  me  one  by 
one  all  the  series  of  Cascella's  postcards.  I 
knew  the  artist  from  certain  pictures  of  his, 
painted  in  the  Abruzzi,  and  from  his  very 
beautiful  ones  of  the  war  in  France. 

Up  here  it  snows  and  stops,  it  clouds  over, 
and  becomes  clear,  but  in  the  hut  and  in  my 
heart  there  is  always  gaiety. 

Your    Enzo. 
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6th  September. 
Dear  Mother, 

To-day  is  rather  fine  (though  cold),  and 
the  snow  has  all  thawed  on  the  mountain 
meadows  ;  only  upon  the  rocks  against  the 
grey  a  thin  arabesque  of  white  lace  is  still 
to  be  seen.  During  the  night  we  are  now  well 
off,  because  our  hut  is  comfortable  and  well 
closed. 

Our  life  has  changed  since  the  first  snow 
has  fallen.  The  tents  have  disappeared,  and 
huts  have  taken  their  place  ;  the  camp  has 
become  a  peaceful  village  in  the  high  moun- 
tain ;  the  soldiers  are  like  the  mountaineers 
whom  the  cold  shuts  into  their  huts. 

In  the  evening,  when  in  the  immense  azure 
the  stars  are  lighted  and  the  snowy  mountain 
grows  white,  rigid,  and  ghostlike  in  the  silence 
of  the  mysterious  sky,  a  red  constellation  of 
little  fires  is  lighted  in  the  camp,  where  the 
soldiers  warm  their  hands,  their  boots,  their 
souls  and  their  slices  of  bread.  This  is  the 
hour  of  gossip.  We  exchange  visits  from  one 
hut  to  another,  and  sit  up  late  like  our  con- 
tadini on  winter  evenings.  Some  play  cards 
(certain  primitive  cards  drawn  with  a  copying 
pencil  and  cut  from  the  cardboard  of  an  old 


Letters  of  Enzo  Valentini 

box)  ;  some  are  writing  home  or  to  their 
girl  ;  others  are  telling  tales  near  the  fire, 
and  others  again  are  warming  themselves  in 
silence  looking  at  the  flame  and  poking  the 
fire  every  now  and  then  with  the  lazy  move- 
ment of  a  happy  animal.  "  Praised  be  the 
Lord  for  our  brother  fire."  The  fire  is  our 
company  ;  it  is  the  visible  memento  of  our 
distant  homes  ;  it  is  the  symbol  of  all  our 
affections,  the  representation  of  our  sacrifice  ; 
to  us  it  is  everything.  I  have  found  a  good 
companion  in  the  brother  of  the  man  who 
once  took  you  one  of  my  letters,  one  Capalbi 
Domenico,  from  Piombino,  very  charming 
and  cheerful,  and  optimistic  like  me.  We 
exchange  visits,  and  by  candlelight  we  spend 
long  hours  in  pleasant  conversation. 

As  you  see,  the  new  life,  our  winter  life,  has 
its  attractions  and  does  not  give  us  any  other 
inconveniences  than  the  cold. 

Kiss  papa  and  grandfather  for  me.  Your 
son  kisses  you  with  love. 

Enzo. 

yth  September, 
Dear  Mother, 

Look  up  the  Corriere  della  Sera  of  the 
4th  of   September  and   you  will  find  a   fine 
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article  there  by  Barzini  entitled  "  Amongst 
the  Towers  of  the  Dolomites  "  ;  please  keep 
it  for  me  ;  if  I  come  back  we  will  re-read  it 
together,  and  I  will  tell  you  what  in  it  is 
about  me. 

The  descriptions  of  the  Dolomites  are 
wonderful,  especially  that  of  the  "  Voice  of 
the  Mountain." 

The  stories  of  the  fights  have  nothing  to 
do  with  me.  We  are  at  the  edge  of  battle  ; 
we  breathe  its  turbid  atmosphere,  but  we  do 
not  take  part  in  it. 

I  interrupted  my  letter  a  little  in  order  to 
read  the  continuation  of  the  article  in  the 
Corriere  della  Sera  of  the  5th  ;  this  second 
part  is  also  very  beautiful,  and  I  will  be 
grateful  to  you  if  you  will  keep  it  for  me. 

To-day  is  very  fine  and  clear,  and  the  crests 
of  the  mountains,  more  beautiful  than  ever 
thus  crowned  with  snow,  are  blue  in  the  blue, 
light  in  the  light,  airy  in  the  air,  harmonious 
in  the  harmony  of  silence. 

Autumn  makes  the  big  meadows  paler,  and 
a  gentle  melancholy  pervades  the  solitary 
hollow,  where  amongst  the  yellowish  grass, 
the  rust-coloured  bushes  and  patches  of  snow 
(it  seems  almost  impossible)  some  flowers  are 
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still  waving  in  the  wind,  and  some  butterflies 
still  pass  with  quickly-beating  wings. 

My  health  is  always  excellent,  my  spirits 
always  good.  Life  is  always  pleasant  and 
exciting  in  this  strange  war  of  inaction  and 
not  of  attack,  of  resistance  and  not  of  violence  ; 
a  war,  it  seems,  more  against  the  mountain 
than  against  man. 

Kiss  papa,  Toto  and  Carlo.  Give  your 
blessing  to  your  son,  who  often  thinks  of  you 
with  infinite  love. 

Enzo. 


Sth  September. 
Dear  Mother, 

As  you  see,  I  am  writing  with  violet  ink, 
as  if  I  were  at  home,  or  at  a  comfortable  little 
mountain  inn.  Instead  I  am  as  usual  in  my 
little  hut,  and  the  ink  is  a  comfort  which  I 
have  got  through  my  own  brains,  by  dissolving 
the  lead  of  my  copying  pencils  in  water  ;  a 
pen  given  me  by  a  companion  is  attached  to 
a  small  holder  of  juniper  made  by  me,  the 
board  on  which  I  am  writing  is  wide  and 
comfortable  and  of  my  own  manufacture. 
But  the  greatest  and  most  useful  comfort 
(also  the  work  of  this  laborious  morning)  is 
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the  floor  made  of  odorous  fir  wood,  which 
keeps  us  raised  a  few  inches  above  the  wet 
ground  on  which  we  have  slept  up  till  now. 
All  this  work  has  cost  us  time  and  toil,  but 
now  in  our  wooden  home  we  are  really  well 
off  ;  and  seem  to  be  really  at  home  !  !  Good 
Capalbi  is  a  most  constant  visitor,  and  in 
the  evening  the  candle  is  burnt  till  late 
amongst  us,  while  we  chatter  like  the  sports- 
men of  Maremma  round  the  bivouac  fire.  In 
the  darkness  through  the  open  door  comes  the 
fresh  perfume  of  the  clear  night,  and  we  crown 
it  with  stories  by  the  man  from  Piombino  and 
with  my  recollections,  and  then  our  desolate 
Maremma  appears  to  us  on  the  distant  horizon 
and  the  intervening  space  is  crossed  by  the 
furious  invisible  horses  which  the  north  wind 
unbridles  in  the  vast  plain  ;  and  in  the  small 
hut  we  talk  about  shooting,  vaults  and  hidden 
treasures,  and  hour  after  hour  flies  by,  and 
sleep  comes  late  and  is  profound  and  tranquil 
till  dawn  or  later. 

Yesterday  a  corporal  gave  me  a  ring  made 
with  the  aluminium  of  a  shell — a  very  nice 
memento  of  the  war.  You  will  have  read  in 
the  article  by  Barzini  of  the  5  th  of  September 
a  note  about  this  camp-jezvellery^  one  of  the 
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many  arts  which  leisure  and  the  mountain 
teach  the  industrious — a  sister  art  to  that 
of  carving  in  wood,  in  which  our  soldiers  can 
now  give  points  to  the  Alpini. 

My  health  and  spirits  are  very  good.  Kiss 
papa,  Toto  and  Carlo,  and  give  me  your 
blessing. 

Enzo. 


()th  September. 
Dear  Mother, 

I  am  glad  of  the  improvement  that 
military  life  has  brought  about  also  in  Toto  ; 
in  fact  I  expected  it,  because  military  life 
brutalizes  the  brutal,  and  improves  the  good. 
The  weather  keeps  fairly  fine  and  is  not 
very  cold. 

Health  and  spirits  excellent.  Kiss  papa, 
Toto,  Carlo  and  the  grandparents  for  me.  I 
embrace  you  tenderly. 

Your  son,     Enzo. 


loth  September. 
Dear  Mother, 

I    have    just    come    back    into    my  hut 
after  having  gone  for  a  walk  with  Sergeant- 
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Major  Lorenzini,  one  of  my  best  friends,  with 
my  rifle  on  my  shoulder  hunting  the  Austrians. 
We  started  about  two  o'clock  and  passed 
slowly  along  the  beautiful  paths  which  we 
dug  during  the  laborious  nights,  and  which 
cut  across  the  sloping  meadows,  in  sight 
of  the  blue  little  lake  opposite  the  silver 
glaciers. 

It  is  such  happiness  to  be  able  to  go  thus 
in  full  daylight  outside  the  camp,  that  I  seem 
to  be  out  shooting  in  the  country  rather  than 
at  the  war  ;  the  sun  is  warm,  and  the  mad  joy 
of  the  red-tails  gives  a  note  of  gaiety  amid  the 
autumnal  melancholy  of  yellow  meadows. 

As  soon  as  we  took  our  place  in  the  most 
advanced  trench  (beneath  us  in  the  deep  valley 
the  ruins  of  the  bombarded  shelter  were 
whitening  like  a  sad  heap  of  bones)  the 
sergeant-major  began  to  search  the  mountain, 
and  especially  the  Austrian  observatory.  We 
were  not  long  in  discovering  a  white  ribbon 
amongst  the  fir  trees — perhaps  the  track  of 
a  road  in  construction — and  along  this  ribbon 
there  were  soldiers  working,  and  we  opened 
fire  against  them.  After  having  harassed 
them  a  little,  we  calmly  turned  back  like 
hunters    who    have    discovered    a    covey    of 
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partridges  and  went  to  give  information  to 
the  artillery  officers.  And  now  I  hear  the 
cannon  firing  in  chorus.  Poor  Austrians  of 
the  white  ribbon  ! 

Some  days  ago  "  La  Sagesse  et  la  Destinée  " 
reached  me  up  here,  and  I  read  it  continually. 
It  is  a  book  which  leaves  its  mark  on  the 
mind  of  anyone  who  reads  it  ;  you  cannot 
imagine  how  strengthening  it  is  and  how 
many  new  reasons  for  loving,  hoping,  believ- 
ing, admiring,  and  for  being  good,  it  points 
out  to  the  soul  ;  it  is  a  continuous  rhythmic 
movement  of  those  sweet  and  harmonious 
ideas  which  only  the  gentle  music  of  Maeter- 
linck's prose  can  draw  from  the  dark  in  which 
they  are  imprisoned  by  the  hard  science  of 
poor  human  minds  choked  by  materialism. 
I  would  ask  you  to  order  for  me  also  "  Le 
Temple  Enseveli,"  which  will  arrive  at  suffi- 
cient distance  to  give  me  time  to  enjoy  this 
first  book. 

If  I  could,  as  soon  as  I  have  read  it  I  would 
send  it  to  you,  because  your  soul  would  appre- 
ciate the  beauty  and  the  grandeur  of  the  ideas 
expressed  in  it  much  better  than  mine  ;  you 
being  much  freer  and  purer  through  the 
purifying  virtue  of  sacrifice. 
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Kiss  yapa,  my  brothers,  and  bless  your  son, 
who  never  forgets  you  even  for  a  moment. 

Enzo. 

i2th  September. 
Dear  Mother, 

The  gloves  you  sent  me  arrived  :  forgive 
me  if  I  did  not  say  so  ;  I  must  have  forgotten 
it  !  Thank  you  for  the  second  postcard  by 
Cascella,  which  is  as  beautiful  as  the  first, 
even  in  the  sympathetic  impressionism  of  the 
technique.  Life  is  as  usual  ;  certainly  books 
are  great  company  ;  and,  as  you  will  have 
seen  from  my  preceding  letters,  I  have  never 
scrupled  to  ask  you  for  them.  It  is  almost 
certain  now  that  we  shall  pass  the  winter  up 
here.  When  the  roads  are  inaccessible  we 
shall  walk  with  snow-shoes  and  with  skis,  I 
think. 

I  believe  that  we  shall  descend  a  little  into 
the  valley,  where  they  are  building  strong 
huts  for  the  winter,  but  not  very  far  from 
the  mountain  which  we  are  now  occupying, 
because  up  here,  on  the  top,  there  must  be 
always  a  company,  which  very  often  will  change 
with  other  companies  of  the  regiment.  These, 
at  least,  are  the  rumours  most  credited  in  camp. 
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This  morning  too  I  have  been  in  the  trench 
shooting  at  Austrians,  and  I  collected  a  number 
of  beetles,  which,  having  fallen  during  the 
night  to  the  bottom  of  the  trench,  could  not 
get  out  on  account  of  the  steep  slope. 

If  you  really  want  to  send  me  some  money 
(but  I  warn  you  I  have  no  need  of  it)  the  best 
way  is  a  postal  order. 

Though  winter  will  be  hard  up  here,  you 
must  not  be  anxious  about  me  ;  I  also  am 
strong,  and  the  mountain  is  kind  towards 
the  strong,  and  is  not  cruel  to  any  who  love 
and  do  not  fear  it.  The  greatest  difficulty, 
which  we  already  begin  to  feel,  is  that  we 
shall  no  longer  be  able  to  wash  our  clothes 
when  it  is  really  cold  ;  and  dirt,  an  evil  which 
we  have  avoided  up  till  now,  wiU  make  us  a 
little  uncomfortable  ;  but  I  think  that  with 
the  regular  arrival  of  some  shirts,  stockings 
and  handkerchiefs,  which  should  come  every 
month,  it  will  be  possible  to  keep  ourselves 
clean  so  as  not  to  get  skin  diseases  (which, 
fortunately,  have  not  yet  appeared,  except 
in  isolated  cases,  which  were  at  once  removed 
from  contact  with  others).  I  have  been 
extremely  grieved  at  the  news  which  I  read 
in  the  newspaper  of  the  suicide  of  B.  F.  I 
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cannot  understand  at  all  the  reason  of  his 
act  ;  before  which,  as  before  a  great  mystery, 
I  can  only  bow  my  head  without  daring  to 
judge.  I  have  lost  a  friend  who  had  not  an 
equal,  and  a  comrade  or  rather  guide  of  my 
soul  in  its  search  of  the  way. 

Except  this  nothing  fresh.  Caccia  sends 
you  his  kind  regards.  He  wrote  to  you  that 
I  had  become  fatter,  and  you  thought  it  was 
not  very  probable  ;  and  yet  it  is  true  !  The 
mountain  agrees  with  me  ! 

Kiss  papa,  my  brothers  and  the  grand- 
parents ;  and  yourself  accept  a  very  affec- 
tionate embrace  from  your  son 

Enzo. 


I'ifth  September. 
My  dearest  Mother, 

Fortunately  winter  is  still  delaying. 
To-day,  for  instance,  is  charming,  and  every- 
thing is  full  of  light,  so  that  the  mountain, 
the  cloud  in  the  clear  sky,  the  sun's  ray  and 
the  falcon's  wing  seem  only  different  forms 
of  the  same  divine  matter,  light  and  sferenity. 
And  yesterday  was  the  same.  The  mist  has 
been  reduced  to  small  strips,  which  wander 
with    slow   waving    motion    across    the    har- 
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monious  air  like  jelly-fish  in  the  sea  ;  first 
the  mist  rests  like  an  aureole  on  the  peak  of 
a  rock,  then  it  glides  silently  over  the  white 
splendour  of  the  glacier  and  ascends  a  grassy 
slope  of  the  mountain,  and  then  it  fades  away 
again  in  the  deep  valley.  The  nights  are 
clear  and  calm,  less  cold  than  the  days,  because 
during  the  day  the  wind  blows,  but  not  at 
night.  Mounting  guard  is  no  longer  a  sacrifice, 
because  the  silent  beauty  of  the  mountain 
under  the  stars  is  sufl&cient  to  occupy  the 
mind  all  the  time  we  have  to  pass  on  guard. 

I  realize  that  the  longer  I  am  here  the  more 
I  love  the  mountain  ;  its  fascination  comes 
to  one  more  slowly  than  the  fascination  that 
emanates  from  the  sea,  but  it  is  deeper  and 
more  lasting.  I  tell  you  all  these  thoughts 
of  mine,  because  I  am  sure  that  you  will 
understand  them  and  not  laugh  at  them  ;  I 
feel  a  real  pleasure  in  trying  to  express  them, 
a  pleasure  something  like  that  which  drawing 
gives  me  sometimes  ;  and  so  even  if  my  letters 
are  at  times  long  and  not  very  interesting  I 
am  certain  that  you  will  not  be  cross. 

Shall  you   not  go   to   Laviano   even   for  a 
day  ?     It  is  really  a  great  sacrifice,  especially 
for  papa. 
92 


Letters  of  Enzo  Valentin! 

My  health  and  spirits  are  still  excellent. 
Kiss  papa,  my  brothers,  and  give  me  your 
blessing.     I  embrace  you  tenderly. 

Your  son,     Enzo. 


i^th  September. 
Dearest  Father, 

Your  most  welcome  letter  of  the  loth  has 
just  come.  Even  without  this  visible  proof 
I  should  never  have  doubted  what  is  indu- 
bitable ;  I  know  you,  and  I  know  that  your 
goodness,  in  addition  to  your  fatherly  love, 
would  prevent  you  from  forgetting  me  even 
for  a  little.  Besides,  the  scarcity  of  your 
letters  is  more  than  natural,  considering  the 
quality  and  quantity  of  your  occupations  ; 
and  my  experience  as  entomologist  teaches 
me  that  the  rarer  a  thing  is  the  greater  is  its 
value. 

The  phrase  is  not  very  poetical,  but  it  is 
just  so  ;  in  the  world  of  letters,  yours  have 
the  same  value  as  the  Parapropus  Ganglbaueri 
has  in  the  world  of  beetles. 

Jesting  apart,  your  letter  gave  me  much 
pleasure.  I  saw  Tiriduzzi  at  Sottoguda, 
and  he  was  very  kind  to  me,  as  all  are  as 
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soon  as  they  know  who  I  am  ;    it  was  then 
that  I  begged  him  to  take  you  my  greetings. 

I  think  I  shall  have  no  need  of  money, 
but  in  any  case  it  is  well  to  know  to  whom 
to  turn,  and  I  thank  you  for  having  thought 
about  this  also.  I  have  never  forgotten  your 
wise  advice  about  covering  my  chest  and 
stomach  well,  and  I  am  very  pleased  with 
the  result  ;  in  fact  after  two  months  of 
mountain  war  my  health  is  quite  good, 
and  if  I  have  to  pass  the  winter  up  here 
I  shall  stand  it  like  a  smuggler  of  the 
mountains. 

The  only  suffering  I  have  from  the  cold, 
and  more  from  lack  of  movement  than  from 
cold,  during  the  hours  on  guard  is  the  icy 
coldness  of  my  feet  ;  but  I  think  there  is 
no  remedy  for  this.  Of  course,  if  I  come 
home,  I  shall  be  not  as  your  fatherly  love 
describes  me,  but  stronger  without  doubt 
physically,  and  more  whole  morally,  a  little 
more  reflective,  and  above  all  more  con- 
scientious. War  is  a  looking-glass  in  which 
we  see  our  image,  and,  having  seen  it,  we  can 
only  long  to  improve  it.  I  am  now  convinced 
that  anyone  who  does  not  spend  his  life  in 
trying  to  grow  up  to  the  ideal,  which  every- 
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body  ought  to  make  his  example,  spends  it 
in  vain. 

Your  son  greets  and  kisses  you  with  best 
love. 

Enzo. 


i^th  September. 
Dearest  Mother, 

The  news  you  give  me  that  the  playing- 
cards  will  arrive  has  rejoiced  the  hut  next  to 
ours,  where  there  are  imepnitent  players,  and 
I  will  give  them  one  of  the  two  packs  ;  the 
other  one  will  remain  in  our  hut  for  the  use 
of  friends. 

Carlo  has  done  well  to  enter  himself  at  the 
Military  College  ;  I  understand  your  grief, 
but  am  glad  to  realize  that  you  always  have 
hope,  and  also  that  you  never  think  of  yourself 
when  it  is  a  matter  of  our  well-being  ;  for 
this  alone,  even  if  there  were  no  other  reasons, 
we  shall  be  grateful  to  you. 

Your  letter  of  to-day  is  more  luminously 
beautiful  than  all  the  others  ;  it  is  full  of 
love  and  of  resignation,  and  strong  thoughts 
become  sweeter  by  love  as  big  mountains 
are  illuminated  in  the  great  morning  light. 

The     sentence    with    which    you    end    up 
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promising  me  a  waistcoat  shows  that  you 
think  only  of  planning  new  modes  of  defending 
and  protecting  me  even  from  far  off.  The 
soul,  when  her  flaming  wings  are  closed  and 
folded,  penetrates  into  the  humble  homes 
of  men  and  sews  and  knits  under  the  lamp  ; 
but  a  day  will  come  in  which  she  will  raise 
her  archangel's  face  to  Heaven  ;  and  her  lamp 
will  be  Psyche's  ;  and  when  she  unfolds  her 
great  wings  they  will  be  eagle's  wings. 

I  am  always  receiving  letters  from  many 
people  and  from  many  places  ;  women  espe- 
cially are  always  sending  kind  thoughts — 
sometimes  long  letters  full  of  patriotic  enthu- 
siasm and  courteous  phrases. 

Thank  you  for  the  third  postcard  by 
Cascella,  that  of  the  fort  ;  Cascella  feels  the 
mountain  as  I  do — nothing  fierce  or  devilish, 
but  only  a  strong  and  calm  beauty. 

I  kiss  you  and  my  brothers  with  love,  and 
ask  your  blessing. 

Enzo. 

ijth  September. 
Dear  Mother, 

I  have  just  come  off  guard,  and  am 
writing  to  you  stretched  on  the  ground  beneath 
a  warm  autumn  sun  which  illuminates  the 
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valley,  enclosed  between  the  rocks,  like  a 
lamp  hung  in  the  midst  of  the  triumphal  vault 
of  heaven. 

A  new  service  of  guard  which  has  been 
imposed  on  our  platoon  compels  a  squad  to 
remain  every  day  on  detachment  duty  on 
the  side  of  the  mountain,  a  little  below  our 
camp  ;  there  is  a  comfortable,  well-sheltered 
sentry-box,  with  a  good  hut  near  it  full  of 
soft  straw  where  the  men  sleep  while  awaiting 
their  turn.  We  arrived  here  yesterday  even- 
ing, and  this  evening  we  shall  change.  In 
front  of  the  hut  there  is  a  small  piece  of  level 
ground  from  which  the  hoary  yellow  meadows 
descend  straight  to  the  edge  of  the  pure 
emerald  little  lake,  sparkling  and  rippling  in 
the  wind  which  rises  from  the  pass.  We  are 
very  comfortable  here  :  few  in  number,  at 
peace  ;  near  the  camp,  and  at  the  same  time 
far  from  forced  labour,  from  annoyances  and 
from  work. 

If  only  you  could  see  the  colour  of  the 
mountains  !  Towards  the  east  they  are  in 
shadow,  blue  and  luminous  in  the  light  of  the 
azure  sky  ;  to  the  west,  in  the  full  sun,  rosy 
against  the  pale  sky  and  so  ethereal  without 
a  shadow  that  they  do  not  seem  of  stone  ; 
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these  are  the  mountains  which  we  have  to 
conquer.  The  sides  and  some  of  the  peaks 
are  covered  with  myrtle  and  other  bushes 
reddened  into  purple  ;  they  sparkle  with 
gold,  because  autumn  deepens  every  day  the 
dead  rust  of  the  leaves  with  richer  tints  :  other 
parts  in  contrast  are  lighted  by  the  calm  grey- 
green  of  scattered  fir  trees. 

I  interrupted  my  letter  because  the  rations 
and  the  post  arrived  ;  I  have  eaten,  and 
admired  the  fourth  postcard  you  have  sent 
me.  I  have  read  your  letter,  and  now  I  am 
beginning  to  write  again.  Are  you  glad  at 
the  idea  of  the  wooden  floor  ?  Do  not  imagine 
that  I  sacrifice  myself  uselessly  ;  it  would  be 
harmful  because  energy  would  be  wasted 
which  ought  to  be  available  at  the  supreme 
moment.  And  then,  fortunately,  we  have 
not  yet  begun  winter.  The  autumn  is 
wonderfully  mild  and  seems  unwilling  to 
give  place  to  winter,  which,  however,  cannot 
now  be  long  delayed.  As  you  see,  in  this 
detached  outpost  I  am  provided  with  every- 
thing, and  in  my  sack,  besides  my  blanket, 
which  is  necessary,  there  is  a  book  of  Maeter- 
linck's which  is  superfluous,  and  ink  which 
is  really  a  vice. 
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Kiss  papa,  Toto  and  Carlo  for  me  ;    bless 
your  son,  who  embraces  you. 

Enzo. 


i^th  September. 
Dear  Mother, 

Bellucci  is  always  the  same  kind  friend 
beneath  his  exterior,  which  is  a  little  bearish  ; 
and  his  last  action  is  proof  of  it.  Finally  we 
are  out  of  our  uncertainty  ;  I  am  sorry  that 
the  regiment  to  which  Toto  has  been  appointed 
is  certain  not  to  come  here  ;  but  I  am  glad 
for  him,  because  waiting  is  always  wearisome. 
To-day  they  gave  us  straw  and  blankets,  and 
I  have  made  a  sack  of  two  blankets  sewn 
together  in  order  that  the  straw,  of  which 
there  is  only  a  little,  may  not  get  lost  ;  so 
I  hope  to  sleep  well  although  the  boards,  when 
we  are  accustomed  to  them,  are  a  very  excel- 
lent couch,  especially  on  the  ground  of  health. 
This  morning  I  had  a  delicious  bath,  because 
it  was  not  the  least  cold.  If  the  weather  does 
not  break  we  can  say  that  the  good  season 
has  not  yet  finished.  (What  a  wonderful  dis- 
covery !     I  realize  it  now  that  I  have  written 

it.) 

An  entomological  campaign  undertaken  on 
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my  linen  has  produced  more  than  fifteen 
specimens  of  the  pediculus  vestimenti,  a  species 
rare  in  other  places,  very  common  in  camp  : 
I  hope  that  I  have  destroyed  the  whole  colony, 
which  on  account  of  the  scarcity  of  represen- 
tatives must  have  been  founded  only  a  short 
time  ;  a  very  careful  surveillance  and  frequent 
inspections  will  prevent,  I  hope,  other  attempts 
at  imperialistic  colonial  expansion  on  the  part 
of  the  noble  pedicular  race. 

And  with  this  I  kiss  you  tenderly,  and 
believe  me  your  affectionate  son 

Enzo. 

P.S. — When  will  Toto  go  away  ?  Kiss  him 
for  me.  And  try  to  enjoy  the  day  at  Laviano 
as  intensely  as  you  can,  for  yourself  and  for 
me. 

i()th  September. 
My  dear  Mother, 

Thank  you  for  the  very  beautiful  postcard. 
Do  you  like  this  ex-libris  ?  It  is  pure  Dolo- 
mite !  As  you  see,  not  even  up  here  have  I 
lost  the  vice  of  spoiling  paper.  It  helps  me 
to  pass  the  time. 

Is  Laviano  burnt  up  ?  In  spite  of  this  I 
am  certain  that  it  remains  the  sweetest  place 
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on  earth.  The  weather  continues  good  and 
also  my  health  and  spirit  ;  nay  more,  the 
latter,  by  reading  "  La  Sagesse  et  la  Destinée," 
is  acquiring  strength  and  calm.  That  book 
is  a  weapon  ;  it  is  an  ivory  gate  opening  on 
the  sea  of  tranquillity.  If  only  you  could 
read  it  ! 

I  kiss  you  with  love. 

Your  son,     Enzo. 


20th  September. 
Dear  Mother, 

I  have  sketched  for  you  one  of  the  most 
gigantic  and  beautiful  Dolomite  walls,  Monte 
Civetta.  This  simple  drawing  will  give  you, 
perhaps,  an  idea  of  the  imposing  appearance 
of  the  Dolomites  ;  it  represents  the  rock  at 
midday  when  its  roughness  and  its  violence 
are  most  in  evidence.  In  the  morning,  on 
the  contrary,  the  rock  loses  its  harshness  and 
becomes  soft  and  velvety  when  the  sun,  rosy- 
golden  in  the  blue  mist,  rises  behind  it  like 
a  great  Host  above  a  huge  altar.  In  the 
evening  it  seems  to  lose  its  identity,  to  become 
still  softer,  to  unfold  itself  in  the  violet  sky 
like  a  big  non-material    rose,  and  on  moon- 
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light  nights  it  seems  rigid  and  calm  like  a 
block  of  lapis-lazuli  set  in  the  grey-green  of 
the  sky,  where  the  stars  grow  pale  in  the  mild 
atmosphere  of  autumn.  Each  hour  that 
passes,  every  cloud,  every  mist,  clothes  the 
mountain  with  a  fresh  beauty,  a  beauty  so 
striking  that  even  the  roughest  amongst  our 
good  peasant  soldiers  sometimes  stops  and 
looks  at  it  ;  it  may  be  only  for  a  moment, 
but  it  is  enough  to  show  that  the  soul  does 
not  forget  its  heavenly  nobility — not  even  if 
it  be  imprisoned  under  the  roughest  exterior. 

The  days  follow  each  other  calm  and  clear 
without  any  disturbance,  and  it  seems  as  if 
autumn  will  never  finish  ;  the  nights  are 
unspeakably  solemn  and  divine,  especially 
now  that  the  moon  fills  them  with  her  soft 
charm.  There  are  hours  of  the  day  in  which 
all  things  are  so  penetrated  with  light,  and 
so  deep  a  silence  reigns,  that  it  seems  as  if  the 
light  is  silent  and  the  silence  is  light  in  the 
great  harmony. 

For  some  little  time  I  have  had  pleasure  in 
spending  some  hours  in  drawing,  and  I  am 
drawing  a  number  of  ex-libris  like  the  one  I 
sent  you  yesterday.  I  begin  to  get  them  a 
little  better,  and  I  think  that  I  am  giving  a 
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certain  decorative  harmony  to  the  lines. 
Yesterday  I  drew  an  ex-libris  for  Ezio  Gari- 
baldi, which  was  not  too  bad,  and  with  which, 
I  think,  he  was  content  ;  it  was  an  Etruscan 
tomb  on  the  grass  surrounded  by  cypresses  : 
its  cover  is  lying  on  the  ground,  burst  off  by 
the  force  of  a  flame  which  is  burning  within 
the  urn,  and  the  motto  is  Resurrcxit  Patria 
virtus. 

It  is  two  months  to-day  since  I  arrived  up 
here,  dead  tired  and  inebriated  with  beauty, 
and  it  seems  but  yesterday  !  When  I  make 
my  self-examination  I  realize  that  I  have  lost 
nothing  except  what  was  wretched  or  cowardly, 
while  I  have  gained  instead  inestimable 
spiritual  treasures.  If  the  war  had  had  no 
other  merit  but  that  of  making  me  feel  how 
much  I  loved  you  without  knowing  it,  I  would 
be  right  to  bless  it  and  be  thankful  for  this 
alone. 

Yesterday  I  received  your  parcel.  Many 
thanks  !  The  spirit  lamp  is  a  treasure  ;  I 
tried  it  immediately,  and  the  blaze  made  me 
think  of  tea  steaming  in  the  cups  between  us 
in  the  purple  shadows  of  our  beautiful  drawing- 
room  when  we  had  come  in  from  our  daily 
occupations  to  spend  that  moment  together — 
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one  of  the  most   beautiful  moments  in   my 
Perugian  day. 

The  playing-cards  that  you  sent  me  con- 
stitute the  grateful  happiness  of  two  huts, 
and  they  caused  me  to  get  a  cheer  from  many 
good  simple  boys  who  are  so  full  of  gratitude 
for  a  little  kindness  ;  everybody  likes  me,  and 
especially  with  the  simple,  modest,  and  humble 
I  am  in  very  lively  sympathy. 

To-day  they  have  distributed  great-coats 
to  our  company  for  those  who  mount  guard 
by  night.  They  are  very  fine,  with  a  collar 
of  thick  goat's  skin,  pockets,  a  strap  behind, 
and  buttons,  all  very  nice  ;  they  would  be 
excellent  overcoats  for  motoring  ;  they  are 
rather  like  the  coats  of  Maremma,  but  green, 
the  colour  of  washing-soap. 

I  continue  to  receive  letters  from  all  parts. 

Major  Amoretti  wrote  me  a  kind  letter  in 
which  he  tells  me  that  he  has  heard  that  I 
had  been  appointed  to  a  post  in  the  Divisional 
Command.  I  should  be  grateful,  if  when  an 
opportunity  arises,  you  would  correct  this 
wrong  impression  ! 

Embrace  papa  and  the  grandparents,  and 
receive  an  affectionate  embrace  from  your  son 

Enzo. 
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21  St  September. 
Dear  Mother, 

Thank  you  for  having  written  for  "  Le 
Temple  Enseveli."  This  morning,  which  is 
beautiful,  warm  and  sunny,  I  kept  the  festival 
of  the  autumnal  equinox,  lying  on  the  ground 
amongst  the  purple  and  gold  of  the  myrtle 
bushes,  my  mouth  full  of  black  and  purple 
berries  sweet  and  ripe,  ripened  by  the  sun  like 
the  grapes  which  were  my  joy  at  this  season 
at  Laviano. 

Last  night  I  saw  a  charming  picture  ;  the 
great  clouds  wandering  at  my  feet  in  the  valleys 
and  along  the  ribs  of  the  mountains  with  the 
slow  movement  of  strange  beasts  of  the  sea  ; 
and  above  my  head  the  deep,  clear  sky  was 
sparkhng  with  stars  ;  the  silent  mountains 
rose  with  their  enormous  limbs  from  the  sea 
of  clouds,  dark  and  blue,  and  the  moonlight 
concentrated  itself  on  the  crests  of  the  big 
billows  of  mist,  so  that  the  brightest  light 
was  not  in  the  sky,  but  below  me  in  the  deep 
valleys.  Life  in  camp  is  always  the  same, 
and  the  daily  duel  of  artillery  has  become  so 
habitual  to  my  ear  that  I  hardly  know  that 
it  is  going  on.  My  health  is  excellent,  and 
my  spirits  very  good. 
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Kiss  papa  and  my  brothers  for  mc,  and 
give  your  blessing  to  your  son,  who  is  always 
thinking  of  you. 

Enzo. 


22nd  September. 
My  dearest  Mother, 

Good  news.  Ceptain  Colage  has  taken 
command  of  the  ist  Battalion,  which  is  mine, 
the  soldiers  are  happy.  You  should  hear  how 
everyone  likes  him  ;  and  it  is  just,  because  he 
really  deserves  it. 

Your  letter  of  to-day  filled  me  with  joy  ; 
I  knew  your  thoughts  before,  but  it  is  always 
a  great  pleasure  to  hear  those  expressions 
repeated  which  contain  the  real  happiness, 
that  of  the  soul  and  all  that  is  beautiful  and 
noble  on  earth. 

My  health  and  my  tranquillity  never  alter. 
I  am  happy,  Mother  darling,  and  I  think  I 
have  gained  the  secret  of  being  so  always. 

Kiss  papa  and  my  brothers  ;  your  son 
kisses  you. 

Enzo. 
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2/^tb  September. 
My  dear  Mother, 

I  tried  in  this  drawing  (and  have  I  perhaps 
succeeded  ?)  to  express  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  and  profound  ideas  of  Maeterlinck's 
book.  The  motto  means  "  it  does  not  grieve, 
but  it  gives  perfume."  As  the  resin  of  the 
pine  tree  which  is  cut  by  the  axe  is  changed 
by  contact  with  flame  into  a  cloud  of  perfume, 
so  the  pain  of  the  soul  struck  by  destiny 
becomes  sweetness  when  purged  by  contact 
with  an  ideal  pure  and  strong  as  flame  ;  and 
it  is  thus  that  an  unhappy  fate  becomes 
bearable. 

You  can  imagine  what  great  strength  can 
be  drawn  from  a  book  which  is  full  of  similar 
conceptions. 

Yesterday  evening  I  went  to  see  Captain 
Colage,  who  is  always  very  good  and  kind  ; 
he  begs  me  to  send  his  kind  regards  to  you 
and  papa.  The  weather  continues  good,  and 
the  great  clouds,  pregnant  with  light,  which 
crown  the  rocks  and  move  slowly  along  the 
flanks  of  the  mountains,  only  add  a  new  charm 
to  the  calm  beauty  of  the  mild  season.  My 
health  is  excellent,  my  spirits  very  good. 

Kiss   papa,   Carlo,   the   grandparents   with 
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love,  and  bless  your  son  far  away,  but  present 

in  virtue  of  his  love.  -n» 

Lnzo. 


2^th  September. 
Dear  Mother, 

Many  thanks  for  the  advice  you  give  me 
about  the  puttees,  and  I  will  try  to  follow  it 
as  faithfully  as  I  can  ;  and  also  for  the  felt 
soles,  which  will  allow  me  to  take  out  of  my 
boots  the  layer  of  cotton  wool  which  has  served 
up  till  now  instead  of  a  felt  sole. 

I  do  not  want  you  to  be  over-anxious  either 
on  account  of  the  cold  or  for  any  other  reasons. 
To  be  over-anxious  is  a  cruelty  towards  our- 
selves, and  we  ought  not  to  be  cruel  to  any- 
one ;  and,  further,  with  your  strong  will  you 
can  drive  away  any  anxiety  that  you  wish  to 
get  rid  of.  At  any  rate,  I  want  you  to  know 
that  the  days  of  September,  and  above  all 
the  nights,  are  without  doubt  much  milder 
than  those  of  last  month  ;  I  do  not  know  the 
reason,  but  I  know,  through  Captain  Colagé, 
that  the  mountaineers  of  the  Alps  say  that 
the  best  weather  of  the  year  is  generally  that 
between  the  middle  of  August  and  the  middle 
of  October.  Certainly  from  the  2nd  of 
September,  when  with  the  first  snow  it  seemed 
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that  winter  had  definitely  arrived,  the  long 
chain  of  clear  days  and  nights  has  been  made 
up  of  alternate  stones  of  aquamarine  and 
lapis-lazuli  ;  and  there  has  not  been  even  one 
stone  in  the  chain  that  is  not  precious.  There 
are  some  luminous  and  clear  hours  during  the 
day  in  which  we  feel  our  woollen  underclothes 
too  much,  and  very  many  are  the  nights  in 
which  our  feet  have  not  time  to  get  cold,  and 
we  pass  from  the  post  of  guard  to  our  hut 
in  comfort.  So  you  must  follow  my  advice 
and  not  disturb  yourself,  because  calmness 
is  the  most  necessary  virtue  to  you  who 
are  waiting. 

When  this  letter  reaches  you  Toto  will  be 
no  longer  at  Perugia,  and  my  wishes  and  my 
thoughts  both  as  brother  and  as  friend  will 
have  been  with  you  at  the  moment  of  separa- 
tion, which  will  have  been  so  simple  and  sad 
and  so  full  of  things  unseen.  In  my  present 
life  there  are  many  moments  of  leisure,  and 
I  am  often  drawing  ;  you  will  see  the  post- 
cards that  I  will  send  you.  Amongst  the 
most  beautiful  moments  that  I  have  are  those 
which  I  spend  in  my  sentry-box  during  the 
daytime  in  front  of  the  circle  of  the  moun- 
tains which  awaits  our  advance  ;    the  noises 
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of  the  camp  do  not  reach  me,  and  in  the  great 
silence  which  reigns  on  the  mountain  bathed 
in  Hght  I  begin  to  wander  deHghtfully  in 
thought,  whilst  looking  from  the  loop-hole 
and  awaiting  the  Austrian  who  never  comes. 
"  0  beata  solitudo,  sola  beatitudo.^^ 

Kiss  papa  with  love  for  me,  and  always 
remember  your  son  who  never  forgets  you  for 
a  moment. 

Enzo. 

26th  September. 
My  dearest  Mother, 

Yesterday  was  a  very  bad  day,  and  I 
spent  it  on  guard  at  the  detached  hut  on 
the  side  of  the  mountain,  above  the  little 
lake.  It  poured  from  morning  to  evening, 
and  the  water  was  blown  into  whirlpools 
by  a  very  strong  east  wind  which  rushed 
down  the  pass  howling  like  a  pack  of  wolves, 
dragging  with  incredible  velocity  across  the 
lashing  rain  torn  strips  of  mist  and  cumuli 
of  formless  clouds. 

Wc  spent  almost  all  the  day  lying  on  the 
blankets  and  sleeping  without  minding  the 
wind,  which  was  trying  to  take  off  the  roof 
of  our  hut  ;  every  now  and  then  to  pass  the 
time  we  sang  in  chorus,  and  not  even  a  shadow 
no 
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of  sadness  attacked  us  :  we  are  mandoline- 
players  I  Towards  evening  we  returned  home 
with  great  pleasure  ;  we  dried  ourselves,  dried 
our  rifles,  stopped  with  soap  the  knots  of  the 
wood  which  let  the  water  in,  and  then  went 
to  sleep  dry  and  warm  under  our  blankets, 
while  outside  it  continued  to  rain.  This 
morning  we  saw  the  sky  clearing  and  the  sun 
appearing  like  a  disk  of  pale  silver  amid  the 
mist.  All  the  streams  which  furrow  the 
mountain  are  turbid,  swollen  and  impetuous, 
and  bring  down  with  them  the  light-coloured 
mud  of  the  moraine  into  the  little  lake,  which 
has  become  the  colour  of  muddy  milk,  and 
not  even  the  least  record  remains  of  the  clear 
blue-green  of  the  day  before  yesterday.  Tell 
me  if  my  postcards  reach  you  in  good  con- 
dition ;  to  be  more  secure,  I  put  that  of  to-day 
in  an  envelope,  not  because  the  safety  of  my 
works  matters,  but  because  I  know  that  they 
please  you. 

Do  not  compel  yourself  to  write  cheerfully 
if  you  are  sad  ;  your  sadness  will  find  solace 
in  the  letter. 

Kiss  papa  and  give  me  your  blessing. 

Your  son  who  loves  you  very  much, 

Enzo. 
Ill 
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2'jth  September. 
Dear  Mother, 

Yesterday  I  received 
the  slippers,  the  post- 
cards, and  all  the  other 
things  ;  many  thanks  for 
them.  Yesterday  it  did 
not  rain;  the  great  veil  of 
fog  between  the  tawny- 
coloured  sky  and  the  grey 
mountain  kept  breaking 
and  joining  incessantly. 
To-day  some  blue 
patches  are  to  be  seen  in 
the  cloudy  sky,  and  every  now  and  then  the 
sun  illuminates  the  loneliness.  Every  day 
the  mountain  reveals  itself  more  beautiful  : 
"  Profonda  profonda  è  la  montagna" 

During  the  long  hours  of  leisure  the  soldiers 
work  for  work's  sake.  A  great  number  of 
little  manufactures  occupy  their  willing,  busy 
hands.  One  makes  rings  and  bracelets  of  the 
aluminium  and  copper  of  the  enemy's  shells  ; 
another  engraves  them  with  date  and  initials. 
One  makes  a  cigar-holder  with  a  hollow  stick 
and  an  empty  cartridge-case  ;  another  carves 
the  handle  of  a  stick,  and  a  third  makes  a 
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table,  or  a  small  bench  with  a  bit  of  board, 
or  is  inventing  a  new  way  of  shutting  a  door, 
or  constructs  a  little  stove  in  the  form  of  a 
pig  from  an  empty  preserve-tin,  its  chimney 
being  many  round  tins  telescoped  together. 
There  is  a  stretcher-bearer  who  has  made  an 
inkstand  of  an  empty  turpentine-tin,  and  a 
friend  of  mine,  with  some  very  fine  wood  and 
much  ingenuity,  has  made  a  mandoline,  the 
cords  of  which  were  taken  from  a  telephone  wire. 

When  a  fellow  has  made  something  he  shows 
it  to  his  friends  with  satisfaction,  and  they 
wish  to  do  the  same  themselves,  and  so  good 
ideas  spread  through  the  camp. 

The  type  of  soldier  who  uses  his  hands  so 
as  not  to  be  idle  is  numerous,  but  not  universal  ; 
there  are  some  who  do  nothing  but  chatter, 
and  these  are  impenitent  chaps,  and  a  great 
fund  of  gaiety  to  anyone  who  is  badly  supplied 
with  it  (though  such  are  only  a  few,  and  they 
only  feel  so  from  time  to  time,  and  only  for 
a  few  moments  at  a  time). 

Lastly,  some  play  cards  from  morning  to 
night,  and  these  are  the  least  interesting  and 
without  doubt  the  least  inteUigent. 

I  am  glad  that  Toto  is  satisfied  with  his 
life  ;   I  am  perfectly  satisfied  with  mine. 
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Kiss  papa  and  tell  him  not  to  feel  hurt  if 
I  write  to  him  seldom,  because  what  I  write 
to  you  is  also  for  him  ;  my  affection  wraps 
you  both  in  the  same  flame,  and  one  is  the 
crown  which  my  gratitude  and  my  love  place 
on  both  your  heads. 

I  kiss  you  with  great  love. 

Your  son,     Enzo. 


2()th  September. 
My  dear  Mother, 

For  many  days  there  has  been  a  most 
insistent  rumour  that  in  a  short  time  we 
shall  have  a  change.  I  never  trust  rumours, 
but  this  time  it  seems  well  founded,  and, 
considering  the  advanced  season  and  that 
the  works  of  fortification  for  the  winter 
are  almost  finished,  it  is  very  logical  and 
natural. 

I  have  thought  for  some  time  that  it  would 
be  a  good  idea  to  get  an  Austrian  shell  as  a 
souvenir  and  to  have  it  made  on  my  return 
into  a  characteristic  flower-vase.  To-day 
many  shells  fell  on  the  side  of  the  mountain 
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near  the  camp  of  the  3rd  Battalion,  and  so 
this  evening,  favoured  by  the  growing  dark- 
ness, Betti,  Capalbi  and  I,  armed  with  little 
spades,  approached  the  point  where  the 
recently  made  holes  blackened  the  grass.  To 
arrive  there  we  went  far  beyond  a  grassy  slope 
which  was  very  steep  ;  the  grass  can  hold 
there,  but  a  man  has  no  roots.  The  beautiful 
steep  line  of  the  slope  goes  straight  down  into 
the  valley,  which  grows  darker  at  this  myste- 
rious and  melancholy  hour.  After  having 
searched  long  in  many  holes  we  found  a  shell 
of  "  65  "  quite  new  and  whole  ;  if  Heaven 
wills  you  shall  see  it.  Then  I  climbed  up  to 
the  3rd  Battalion,  where  I  was  very  kindly 
received  by  Martinelli  and  Menotti  Garibaldi, 
who  were  at  supper  and  offered  me  something 
to  eat  and  drink. 

I  must  say  that  everybody,  from  the  colonel 
to  the  most  humble  soldier,  is  very  kind  to 
me  ;  and  I,  on  my  part,  try  not  to  hurt 
anyone. 

Two  or  three  very  cold  nights  have  again 
changed  the  appearance  of  the  mountain  :  the 
grass  is  still  more  yellow,  and  the  leaves  of  the 
bushes  have  fallen  ;  the  burning  purple  has 
given  place  to  the  dead  tints  of  bare  twigs, 
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indefinable  shades  of  grey  and  violet — colours 
which  have  no  name. 

My  life  is  always  tranquil  and  calm  ;  I 
spend  long,  happy  hours  seated  in  the  door- 
way of  my  hut,  smoking  with  the  grave  and 
dignified  bearing  which  the  mountain  gives 
to  its  lonely  f.hepherds. 

The  weather  is  cold  and  variable  ;  the 
clouds  give  place  to  clear  sky  and  then  return 
in  an  incredibly  quick  change  :  in  the  morning 
and  towards  evening  they  are  illuminated  by 
wonderful  lights,  nearly  always  in  contrast 
with  the  sky,  which  remains  light  blue  even 
at  those  hours. 

In  my  hut  I  often  observe  strange  episodes 
in  the  life  of  spiders.  There  are  wandering 
spiders  which  do  not  weave  webs,  and  live 
upon  spoils  of  the  chase  taken,  not  by  snares, 
but  by  attack  in  the  open  field  ;  they  have 
a  little  oval  body  supported  by  eight  huge 
threadlike  legs.  One  evening  I  saw  a  love- 
scene,  a  strange  wooing  which  consisted  in  the 
spiders  hitting  each  other  with  their  legs  and 
in  hasty  and  impatient  scurrying  about.  On 
another  evening  a  small  male  spider  captured 
a  fly  under  my  eyes  and  climbed  up  the  boards 
that  he  might  go  and  eat  it  in  peace.  On  the 
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road  a  pot-bellied  witch  stopped  him,  seizing 
the  prey  without  any  preamble.  A  short 
struggle  followed,  during  which  it  was  im- 
possible to  distinguish  to  whom  belonged  the 
sixteen  legs,  which  were  mixed  up  around  the 
body  of  the  fly  ;  and  then,  having  fallen  on 
the  table,  or  perhaps  frightened  by  my  moving 
too  quickly,  the  two  fighters  separated  and 
went  off,  each  his  own  road,  leaving  the  piti- 
able victim  for  whoever  wished  to  pick  it  up. 

There  are  also  in  the  hut  certain  grey  mice 
which  are  small,  fat,  and  so  soft  and  pretty 
that  they  give  me  the  keenest  pleasure.  They 
wander  about  the  hut  without  any  fear,  and 
do  no  harm,  because  they  come  to  eat  the 
bread  which  falls  under  the  flooring  when  we 
break  and  eat  it.  The  day  before  yesterday 
I  caught  one  of  them  and  caressed  it  for  a 
long  time,  thinking  of  my  Nocciolino,*  dear 
beast  !  I  did  not  get  even  a  bite,  and  set  it  free. 

Also  my  love  for  animals  finds  means  to 
satisfy  itself,  because  there  are  several  dogs, 
and  a  very  pretty  little  cat  belonging  to  the 
regiment,  the  latter  the  mascotte  of  our 
battalion  ;  she  lives  undisturbed  in  the  hut 
of  Captain  Colagè. 

*  A  little  dormouse, 
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Please  tell  me  how  Elf  and  Snob  are,  and 
say  to  them  all  the  foolish  words  of  affection 
to  which  I  have  accustomed  them. 

Yesterday  I  did  not  receive  any  news  from 
you,  but  this  morning  I  received  two  letters. 
It  is  good  that  you  are  busy,  but  from  what 
you  write  me  I  think  you  are  working  too 
much.  Take  care  not  to  preach  well  and  do 
ill  !     Do  you  understand  ? 

I  have  gathered  from  your  letter  that  you 
have  a  very  wrong  idea  of  the  duty  of  a  sentinel 
by  night,  and  I  want  to  explain  to  you  how 
it  works.  One  night  wc  sleep  the  whole  night  ; 
the  next  we  mount  guard  for  two  hours,  after 
which  we  are  relieved.  If  it  is  fine  weather 
we  are  in  the  open  beyond  the  barbed  wire, 
but  if  it  is  bad  weather,  if  it  snows  or  rains, 
we  go  into  the  sentry-box,  a  little  roof  made 
of  boards  open  before  and  behind,  but  pro- 
tected by  a  shelter  of  turves  at  the  sides. 
Certainly  it  is  not  a  brick  building,  but  any- 
how it  is  better  than  nothing.  By  day  we 
are  on  guard  for  an  hour  or  even  less,  but 
alone,  and  not  two  together.  As  to  asking 
to  go  on  guard  more  than  I  have  to,  I  never 
even  think  of  it  ;  it  would  be  silly  and  would 
only  tire  me  uselessly. 
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Maeterlinck  says,  apropos  of  useful  and 
useless  sacrifices  :  "  On  ne  doit  jamais  donner 
I'huile  qui  nourrit  la  lampe,  mais  la  fiamme 
qui  la  couronne."  When  I  am  relieved  I  take 
off  my  boots  and  puttees  and  wrap  myself 
in  my  blankets  and  put  on  my  Puss-in-Boots 
stockings  ;  then  I  sleep  soundly  till  the 
murmur  of  the  soldiers  crowding  around  the 
coffee-pot  awakes  mc. 

As  you  see,  it  is  a  very  bearable  life,  which 
is  not  hard  on  account  of  its  intensity,  but 
on  account  of  its  duration. 

To-day  is  a  beastly  day — it  is  snowing  in 
the  fog  ;  but  I  smoke,  and  nothing  matters 
much. 

Kiss  papa.  Carlo,  and  bless  your  son,  who 
never  forgets  you. 

Enzo. 


1st  October. 
Dear  Mother, 

To-day  I  am  on  detached  guard  at  the 
usual  post  on  the  side  of  the  mountain  which 
looks  towards  the  little  lake.  It  snows  every 
now  and  then,  and  there  is  not  even  a 
centimeter  of  ground  uncovered.  The  lone- 
liness has  lost   all    materialism  :    there   is    a 
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whiteness  everywhere  rising  from  the  ground 
and  vanishing  into  the  mist  which  hides  the 
sky  ;  the  veil  of  mist  is  torn  apart,  and  there 
appears,  as  if  by  magic,  a  strip  of  ghostly 
landscape  which  makes  one  think  of  a  cold 
movementless  Hades  ;  an  oblique  ray  of  sun 
reveals  some  line,  some  shape  sweetly  soft 
and  white,  and  gives  the  mountain  the  appear- 
ance of  a  high  relief  sculptured  on  opaque 
silver  :  by  night  it  is  the  earth  that  illuminates 
the  sky  with  its  diffused  whiteness. 

I  was  glad,  not  from  any  personal  vanity, 
but  because  of  the  pleasure  you  have  had^ 
to  hear  of  my  appearance  on  the  magic-lantern 
sheet  at  the  lecture  by  Professor  Agostini  in 
the  Sala  dei  Notari.  For  those  sublime  tears 
which  illuminated  your  eyes  in  the  shadow 
where  none  saw  them  I  give  you  all  my 
affection. 

You  like  my  ex-libris  !  And  you  want  me 
to  choose  one  for  you  ?  That  would  be 
too  much  !  Take  which  you  like  most  ;  they 
are  all  at  your  disposal.  The  snow  here  is 
certainly  troublesome,  but  it  is  perhaps  less 
sad  than  the  storms  which  you  are  having  ; 
it  soothes  the  nerves  and  does  not  excite 
them. 
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Kiss  papa  and  Carlo,  and  give  your  blessing 
to  your  son,  who  kisses  you  with  love. 

Enzo. 


2nd  October. 
Dear  Mother, 

The  snow  gets  deeper  and  deeper,  but 
fortunately,  just  because  the  snow  is  deeper, 
wc  are  less  troubled  by  mud,  to  which  I  have 
a  real  antipathy.  My  spirits  arc  as  usual. 
My  health  is  excellent  ;  I  used  many  of  the 
medicines  you  sent  me,  but  always  for  others 
except  that  little  quantity  of  quinine  which 
I  took  a  few  days  after 
I  arrived  here,  when  I 
had  a  kind  of  slight 
night  fever  caused  by 
fatigue  after  the  long 
march  and  by  that  disas- 
trous wait  on  wet  grass 
(at  Malga  Ciapela,  on  the 
evening  of  the  19th  July). 
Kiss  papa  and  Carlo  for 
me  ;  give  your  blessing  to 
your  son  who  is  far  away. 
Enzo. 
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3f^  October. 
Dear  Mother, 

The  cannon  have  been  silent  for  two 
days.  The  mountain  sleeps  in  silence,  and  in 
whiteness,  with  an  awful  beauty.  Until  a 
short  time  ago  we  seemed  to  be  conquering 
it  from  an  enemy  who  was  fighting  for  it 
with  us  ;  to-day  we  feel  that  neither  are 
we  conquering  nor  the  Austrians  defending, 
but  the  mountain  tolerates  both  us  and  them. 
The  snow  has  fallen  from  the  sky  on  us  and 
on  our  enemies,  and  has  covered  the  mountain 
with  its  royal  ermine  mantle,  so  that  appearing 
before  us  in  its  imposing  majesty  it  warns  and 
shows  us  our  littleness  and  the  impotence  of 
our  storms  of  wrath  before  its  holy  strength 
which  comes  from  on  high.  The  great  silence 
has  conquered  the  noise,  and  the  immense 
whiteness  has  arrested  the  hostile  impulses 
of  our  breasts.  The  mountain  has  overcome 
man,  and  we  do  not  dare  to  hate  ;  and  so 
the  victory  of  the  mountain  means  more  light 
in  those  souls  which  are  aspiring  to  the  light. 
Thank  you  for  the  small  exquisitely  artistic 
medal,  which  I  shall  always  carry  with  me 
in  remembrance  of  your  affection.  The  spirit 
lamp  is  very  useful  ;    I  make  chocolate  in  it, 
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I  warm  my  coffee,  I  toast  my  camp  bread, 

which  then  becomes  as  soft  as  a  wheaten  loaf 

baked  on  the  stove,  and  I  warm  our  preserved 

meat,  which,  stewed  in  its  own  jelly,  becomes 

very  good  ;    perhaps  I  shall  find  some  other 

little  cooking  to  do. 

Kiss  papa  and  Carlo,  and  take  an  affectionate 

kiss  from  your  soldier  son 

Enzo. 

\th  October. 
Dear  Mother, 

The  slippers  you  sent  me  are  very  useful, 

and  if  you  will  send  me  some  more  I  will  make 

some  other  soldiers  happy  ;  when  they  arrived 

I  did  not  at  once  understand  what  they  were 

for  :    fancy,  I  tried  them  on  my  head  !    How 

we  laughed  !    Then  I  tried  them  on  my  feet, 

and,  as  if  by  miracle,  those  shapeless  bags 

became  two  magnificent  slippers  ;   I  use  them 

when   I   take   off  my   boots   after   mounting 

guard.      Also  those  big  grey  woollen  heelless 

stockings  which  you  made  this  winter  are  a 

great  success.     I  also  found  the  paper  very 

useful  ;    I  make  strips  of  it  and  bandage  my 

feet  between  the  stockings,  and  so  avoid  their 

freezing  with  cold  as  soon  as  I  have  put  on 

my  boots. 
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Yesterday  was  rather  a  busy  day  ;  we  were 
always  ready  with  our  cartridge-boxes  on, 
waiting  for  an  order  which  did  not  come,  while 
a  hellish  cannonade  awoke  the  echo  of  the 
mountain  on  the  side  of  Col  di  Lana.  Once 
more  we  were  breathing  on  the  fringe  of  a 
battle  without  participating  in  it  ;  we  were 
like  a  note  on  the  margin  of  a  page  of  a  poem. 

I  wish  I  could  give  you  an  idea  of  snow 
on  the  high  mountain.  Perhaps  you  think 
it  is  a  thick  shower  of  large  white  flakes  in 
the  calm  air.  Not  at  all.  The  mist  fills  the 
sky  and  veils  the  white  distances,  drowning 
them  in  an  uncertain  grey.  The  cold  air  is 
agitated  by  an  impetuous  wind  which  blows 
in  all  directions,  attacking  the  rocks  and 
forming  giddy  eddies,  whirlwinds  and  squalls, 
and  then,  calming  down,  the  air  seems  mild 
by  contrast  in  the  silent  pause. 

Then  it  begins  again,  violently  whistling 
and  roaring  amongst  the  rocks  and  the  bare 
stumps.  The  snow  is  composed  of  myriads 
of  tiny  free  crystals,  a  white  glittering  powder, 
like  sugar.  The  wind  blows  it  into  clouds, 
whirls  it  round,  raises  it  from  the  earth  in 
dense  clouds,  heaps  it  up  for  a  moment  in 
little  heaps,  catches  it  again,  drags  it,  blows 
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it  about,  and  ends  by  piling  it  up  in  huge 
quantities  against  some  rock,  signing  the 
white  heap  with  the  wavy  finger-print  of  its 
untiring  work. 

A  desert  of  snow  has  the  same  fury  as  a 
desert  of  sand  ;  the  snow  is  white,  dry, 
crystaUine  as  the  yellow  sand,  and  the  north 
wind  blows  it  about  as  the  simoon  blows  about 
the  clouds  of  sand. 

The  difference  is  in  colour  and  temperature. 
Underneath  this  vagabond  snow,  sport  of  the 
wind,  there  is  a  deep  stratum  of  frozen  snow 
which  crackles  under  our  feet  and  saves  us 
from  the  mud  ;  under  this  again  there  is  more 
snow,  and  then  the  ice.  It  is  as  if  the  glacier 
had  extended  over  the  whole  mountain.  At 
night  it  freezes  ;  the  silence  is  broken  by 
cracks,  by  various  little  noises,  by  sharp 
sounds  that  make  one  think  of  breaking  glass  ; 
and  in  the  morning  the  rocks  are  ornamented 
with  stalactites  of  ice  which  hang  down  to 
the  snow  beneath  and  seem  like  the  fantastic 
porticoes  of  a  fantastic  city  of  the  spirits  of 
the  snow  ;  the  huts  are  crowned  with  a  fringe 
of   sparkling   icicles   wonderfully   effective. 

The  night  guard  is  reduced  to  an  hour  and 
a  half,  and  we  always  stay  in  the  sentry-box 
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even  when  it  is  not  snowing.  Are  you  glad  ? 
I  do  not  feel  cold  at  all  in  my  chest,  nor  in 
my  stomach,  nor  in  my  throat  ;  I  am  so  well 
protected  !  My  feet  give  me  a  little  pain,  but 
I  wear  my  boots  only  when  I  am  on  guard, 
and  in  the  hut  I  take  my  boots  off,  put  on 
my  socks,  slippers  and  trousers,  and  wrap 
myself  in  a  blanket  from  the  waist  down, 
with  an  art  that  only  the  cold  could  have 
taught  me.  I  would  be  glad  if  you  could  send 
me  some  big  safety-pins,  which  are  very  useful 
in  fastening  together  the  night  packing  for 
my  worthy  body. 

If  you  like  to  knit  for  my  comrades  I  shall 
be  glad,  but  do  not  forget  that  thought  of 
Maeterlinck's  which  I  wrote  to  you  some 
days  ago  ;  if  you  give  the  oil  which  nourishes 
the  lamp,  you  will  not  have  the  flame  to  give, 
and  your  sacrifice  will  be  useless  ;  and  I 
advise  you  to  spare  yourself,  if  you  wish  to 
lavish  yourself  profitably. 

The  black  ravens  have  come  back,  giving 
performances  of  clever  aerial  acrobatism  and 
elegant  evolutions.  There  are  immense 
numbers  of  them,  wandering  over  the  white 
ground  as  if  they  had  no  peace  ;  sometimes 
we    hear    them    caw    without    seeing    them, 
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because  they  are  buried  in  the  fog.  To-day 
there  is  no  fog,  and  the  sun  briUiantly  lighting 
up  the  snowy  soHtudes  takes  away  from  them 
something  unreal  and  spectral  that  the  misty 
air  gave  them,  and  reveals  the  lines  of  the 
mountain  in  their  never-failing  purity  and 
divine  beauty,  their  peace  unbroken  by  any 
colour. 

I  have  just  received  your  letter  of  the 
30th  September.  Certainly  I  remember  those 
dear  distant  places  ;  there  is  in  the  peace  of 
our  country  in  autumn  something  of  the 
tranquil,  calm  love  which  a  mother  has  for 
her  children  ;  the  place  that  my  eyes  gazed 
on  for  the  first  time  has  something  maternal 
in  it,  and  can  never  vanish  from  my  memory 
or  from  my  love.  Carlo  has  written  to  me  a 
very  pretty  postcard  from  Canino. 

Kiss  papa  with  love,  and  believe  always  in 
my  love,  which  grows  more  and  more. 

Your  son,     Enzo. 


^th  October. 
Dear  Mother, 

Yesterday  our  artillery  fired  a  great  deal. 
All  at  once  an  enormous  roar  shook  the  air 
and  the  earth. 
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The  hut  quivered.  We  went  out  to  see 
what  had  happened.  A  "210"  shell  had 
burst  on  Marmolada  —  evidently  directed 
against  our  field  battery  ;  a  huge  cloud  of 
thick  black  smoke  drifted  along  the  sides 
of  the  mountain  in  the  light  air  ;  some 
splinters  came  across  the  valley  with  a  roar 
and  buried  themselves  with  a  heavy  thud  in 
the  snow  on  the  side  of  the  mountain  below 
our  huts. 

It  is  the  first  time  that  I  have  seen  a  big 
shell  burst.  Other  shots  followed  the  first 
and  seemed  perfectly  adjusted  ;  my  heart 
trembled  for  our  beautiful  cannon  ;  their 
silence  made  me  uneasy.  But  after  a  brief 
moment  their  fine  powerful  voice  made  the 
mountain  re-echo,  and  the  shots  followed 
each  other  frequently  like  a  loud  joyous  song 
of  contempt,  like  a  challenge,  like  an  insult. 
Perhaps  their  big  shells  were  not  well  adjusted, 
or  perhaps  our  battery  had  been  placed  in 
safety  in  time.  The  spectacle  I  enjoyed 
yesterday  was  beautiful  and  terrible. 

I  kiss  you  with  love. 

Your  son,     Enzo. 
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6th  October. 
Dear  Father, 

I  received  this  morning  your  ever-welcome 
letter,  and  I  reply  at  once.  I  can  imagine  how 
much  mother  has  to  do  with  her  wounded 
soldiers,  and  you  in  your  office  ;  persuade 
her,  and  yourself  give  her  a  good  example,  not 
to  exhaust  herself  uselessly  in  work.  Do  you 
believe  that  the  recent  victories  of  the  Allies 
are  the  beginning  of  the  German  debacle  ?  Let 
us  hope  so  !  It  is  time  to  finish  these  odious 
brutes.  Yesterday  I  was  a  little  saddened 
by  the  news  of  the  death  of  a  volunteer  whom 
I  knew  and  esteemed  for  his  goodness  and 
simplicity.  He  died  the  day  before  yesterday 
during  a  very  daring  reconnoitre  made  by 
a  patrol  of  the  3rd  Battalion.  They  pushed 
right  under  the  Austrian  trenches,  in  order 
that  the  Austrians,  whilst  defending  them- 
selves in  the  belief  that  it  was  a  general  attack, 
might  reveal  the  positions  in  which  they  had 
placed  their  artillery  and  machine-guns. 
During  this  reconnoitre  seven  or  eight  volun- 
teers of  my  acquaintance  were  wounded  more 
or  less  gravely.  I  got  this  news  when  I  went 
to  the  3rd  BattaHon,  whose  tents  and  turf 
huts  occupy  an  angle  of  the  mountain  where 
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the  mist  is  thicker  than  elsewhere.    The  con- 
tinual passing  of  so  many  men  on  the  bit  of 
level  ground  has  turned  the  snow  into  a  pond 
of  black  mud  and  dirty  water,  which  to  me, 
used  as  I  am  to  the  little  camp  of  my  platoon 
isolated   from   the   others   among   the   rocks, 
seems  indescribably  sad.     But  sadness  is  not 
my  strong  point,  especially  since  that  madman 
Capalbi  has  come  to  sleep  in  my  hut.     He  is 
the  son  of  a  gentleman  of  Piombino  ;    he  is 
full  of  practical  resources,  and  above  all  he 
is  like  a  fountain  with  a  perennial  jet  of  quaint 
jokes.     To  give  you  an  idea  of  the  style  of 
our  conversation,  I  will  tell  you  what  occurred 
yesterday.    We  were  in  the  hut  ;   all  at  once 
we   heard  a  noise   of  cawing  very  near.     I 
went   out   and    saw   a    huge    flock   of   black 
ravens  *  passing,  almost  brushing  with  their 
wings    the    white    ground    of    the    mountain 
below  us.     I  called  out  :    "  Capalbi,  come  out 
and  see  the  ravens."     And  he  replied  from 
under  the  blankets  :  "  Look  and  see  if  Cornelia 
is  there  !  "     ''  What  Corneha  ?  "     "  What  a 
fool  you  are  !    The  mother  of  the  Gracchi." 

Yesterday  I  saw  an  Alpine  partridge   for 
the  first  time  ;    it  passed  about  a  meter  over 

*  In  Italian — gracchi. 
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my  head,  crossing  the  crest  of  the  rock  with 
a  great  whirr  of  wings.  I  saw  it  very  well  : 
it  is  bigger  than  an  average  pigeon — quite 
white,  of  dazzling  brightness.  I  saw  also 
another  one  which  had  not  yet  changed  all 
its  feathers,  and  still  had  its  tail  spotted 
with  grey.  I  thought  of  you  and  how  you 
would  have  liked  to  have  a  shot  at  them. 
As  I  was  coming  back  from  the  3rd  Battalion 
I  also  saw  a  snow-slip,  and  I  stopped  just  in 
time  to  avoid  being  caught.  Yesterday  was 
mild,  and  the  snow,  which  the  frost  had 
bound  even  on  the  steepest  slopes,  could  not 
hold  on  where  it  was  very  steep,  and  slipped 
down  in  masses.  It  was  like  a  great  white 
rolling  mass  which  crossed  the  road  cut  in 
the  side  of  the  mountain,  and  precipitated 
itself  down  the  valley. 

Kiss   my  mother  for  me,   and   accept  the 
most  simple  expression  of  my  profound  love. 

A  kiss  from  your  son 

Enzo. 


Jth  October. 
Dear  Mother, 

It  is  half-past  eight  in  the  morning,  and 
I  have  just  come  back  from  a  long  excursion 
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full  of  incidents  which  began  yesterday  morn- 
ing. I  started  about  eight  with  a  corporal 
and  Capalbi  for  Rocca  Pietorfc  to  do  some 
shopping.  We  set  out  towards  the  valley  of 
Headquarters  across  the  snow  ;  at  one  point 
we  found  recent  traces  of  an  Alpine  hare 
(perhaps  we  passed  near  the  beautiful  animal 
without  seeing  its  white  in  the  whiteness). 
Little  by  little  as  we  descended  the  air  became 
milder  and  the  depth  of  the  snow  became 
less,  until  we  came  to  a  point  where  the  grass 
appeared  in  patches  on  the  white,  and  finally 
to  Headquarters,  where  there  was  no  trace 
of  snow. 

Here  in  the  mild  air  the  fir  trees  clothe  the 
sides  of  the  roads  with  their  dark  green  and 
the  larches  raise  their  light  triumphal  branches, 
which  autumn  is  tinting  with  ochre  and  gold. 
Further  on  we  crossed  the  wild  gorge  which 
I  described  to  you  before,  and  then  we  arrived 
at  Sottoguda  and  went  on  to  Rocca  Pletore. 

In  these  little  villages  I  amused  myself  by 
reviewing  one  of  the  most  comical  and  varied 
collection  of  lads  that  it  would  be  possible  to 
see,  the  most  cute  and  cunning  little  faces 
in  the  world,  buried  in  caps  which  the  soldiers 
had  thrown  away.  From  Rocca  Pletore  we 
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walked  across  wonderful  woods  in  which  the 
road  made  by  our  soldiers  (a  marvel  of  audacity 
and  of  patience)  makes  long  windings,  as  if 
unwilling  to  leave  such  beautiful  places, 
towards  Rone.  It  is  a  little  village  perched 
on  the  top  of  a  saddle  of  the  mountain  from 
which  a  large  tower-like  rock  rises,  and  is 
adorned  by  the  sad  beauty  of  the  purple 
and  gold  of  woods  of  ash  trees.  At  Rone  the 
rain  caught  us,  but  it  was  almost  a  pleasure, 
because  on  our  rough  peak,  which  is  never- 
theless so  dear  to  our  hearts,  it  does  not  rain, 
but  snows.  From  Rone  we  walked  through 
the  golden  larches  towards  Malghe  Laste, 
where  the  corporal  had  to  go  and  see  a  relation. 
Along  the  road  we  admired  the  Col  di  Lana 
with  our  trenches,  which  climb  it  inch  by  inch, 
and  have  now  almost  reached  the  top.  From 
Malghe  Laste  the  road  begins  to  cross  moun- 
tains completely  unknown  to  us.  We  went 
on  and  on  through  thinner  and  thinner  woods, 
through  meadows  on  a  steeper  slope  across 
fields  of  snow  which  widened  as  they  ap- 
proached a  saddle  of  the  mountain,  which 
seemed  ever  more  distant.  Meanwhile  the 
day  grew  later  and  the  mist  slowly  became 
thicker.     We  did  not  meet  a  living  soul  :    it 
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rained,  it  snowed,  and  my  feet  ached,  and 
still  we  did  not  come  in  sight  of  any  place  we 
knew.  At  one  point  we  got  into  sticky  mud 
over  our  boot-tops,  and  the  light  became 
less  and  more  melancholy  in  the  foggy 
evening. 

We  entered  the  untrodden  snow  as  evening 
advanced,  and  it  began  to  snow  still  more 
heavily.  Here  we  began  to  go  astray  in  the 
whiteness,  which  was  so  much  the  same 
everywhere  that  we  could  not  even  guess 
where  we  were  nor  where  we  were  going. 
Hunger,  cold,  and  fatigue  discouraged  us. 
The  corporal  swore,  Capalbi  grumbled  ;  I 
walked  in  silence  as  quickly  as  I  could,  because 
/  was  sure,  without  knowing  why,  that  we 
were  not  far  from  one  of  our  positions,  and 
that  we  had  not  mistaken  the  road. 

In  fact,  just  when  Capalbi  had  thrown 
himself  upon  the  snow  discouraged  we  per- 
ceived a  gleam  of  light  through  the  fog  and 
the  shadow  of  a  rock  standing  out  of  the 
snow  :    Monte  Padòn. 

Making  a  last  effort,  we  got  there.  It  was 
an  artillery  hut  ;  we  ate  some  bread  and 
cheese.     It  was  seven  in  the  evening. 

At    Padòn,    where    the    roads    divide,    our 
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camps  begin,  and  we  decided  to  get  on  there 
even  though  we  did  not  know  the  road.  But 
it  snowed  still  more,  and  there  was  not  a  trace 
of  any  path. 

After  having  vainly  attempted  to  go  on, 
and  sinking  in  the  snow  above  our  knees,  we 
decided  to  spend  the  night  on  the  mountain 
and  turned  back.  The  artillery  captain  sent 
someone  with  us  to  the  hut  of  the  infantry 
who  are  on  guard  on  this  peak.  It  is  a  large 
wooden  building,  in  the  middle  of  which  a 
fire  was  burning  in  a  benzine-tin.  We  were 
received  with  great  cordiality  and  were  able 
to  dry  ourselves  well  at  the  fire.  And  then 
in  the  blankets,  lent  us  by  the  kindness  of 
our  hosts,  we  curled  up  in  a  corner  near  the 
fire  and  waited  for  dawn,  half  awake  and  half 
asleep. 

When  we  began  to  walk,  the  sun,  which  was 
rising  red  amid  the  grey  clouds  beyond  Pelmo, 
was  tinging  the  virgin  snow  with  gentle  rose- 
gold,  and  our  faint  shadows  were  a  very  delicate 
green  colour  like  the  water  of  a  calm  lake. 

After  two  hours'  march  on  the  snow  I 
reached  my  beloved  little  hut,  and  here  I  am 
writing  you  my  adventures  on  the  high  moun- 
tains, which  happily  ended  well. 
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I  found  two  letters  and  two  parcels  at  the 
hut.  Many  thanks  for  everything,  and  for 
the  woollen  things  for  the  soldiers,  who  bless 
you  and  love  you  even  though  they  do  not 
know  you. 

"  Le  Temple  Enseveli  "  arrived  the  day 
before  yesterday  ;  I  will  write  to  you  about 
it  later.  If  you  really  wish  me  to  choose  the 
ex-libris  for  you,  send  me  the  list  of  their 
mottoes,  because  I  do  not  remember  them 
all.    I  am  glad  you  like  them. 

Kiss  papa,  and  give  your  blessing  to  your 
son,  who  loves  you  very  much. 

Enzo. 


8/^  October. 
Dear  Mother, 

I  would  like  to  know  if  my  letter  of 
yesterday  (dated  the  7th)  arrived.  The 
woollen  things  and  the  little  electric  torches, 
which  I  presented  to  my  company  in  your 
name,  have  made  you  much  beloved  and  very 
popular  amongst  the  soldiers.  Some  of  them 
wanted  to  see  your  photograph.  To  hear  you 
thus  blessed  by  the  men  gave  me  a  joy  that 
you  can  imagine. 

I  am  reading  "  Le  Temple  Enseveli."     It 
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is  a  series  of  meditations  on  justice,  on  mystery, 
on  the  past  and  on  the  future,  in  which  the 
author  continues  the  fine  war  against  gloomi- 
ness and  sadness  which  he  entered  upon  in 
"  La  Sagesse  et  la  Destinée  "  and  in  "  La  Vie 
des  Abeilles  "  after  having  felt  in  his  own 
gloomy  dramas  the  maleficent  influence  of 
that  same  shadow  and  sadness. 

It  is  like  a  man  who  finds  himself  by  night 
in  a  forest  and  sees  a  hostile  monster  in  every 
form,  and  then  finds  himself  in  the  morning 
surrounded  by  the  happy  and  flowery  life 
of  trees,  and  realizes  that  even  the  dead  leaves 
that  his  foot  tramples  help  to  give  the  deep 
roots  of  the  trees  the  strength  which  becomes 
beauty  and  perfume  in  the  flower. 

Life  is  illuminated  and  smiles,  the  soul  is 
happy  even  in  misfortune,  and  dark  forms 
which  its  own  fears  and  weakness  had  made 
into  dark  and  hostile  powers  descend  from 
their  shadowy  throne  and  disappear,  yielding 
to  truth  the  place  they  had  usurped  ;  the 
horizon  is  full  of  mystery,  but  the  sky  is  not 
darkened. 

As  I  have  already  written  to  you,  the 
strength  which  such  thoughts  give  the  soul 
is    incalculable.      Nor  will    the  soul  ever  be 
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solitary,  but  will  have  a  company  of  faithful 
angels  by  its  side,  created  by  itself  from  its 
own  light  and  pure  strength  amid  the  ener- 
vating gloom  which  surrounded  it. 

The  weather  keeps  the  same,  but  it  does 
not  freeze  during  the  night,  and  in  the  morning 
the  snow  melts  in  the  mild  air,  which  rejoices 
in  the  sun. 

I  am  in  the  best  of  health  and  the  best  of 
spirits  as  usual. 

Kiss  papa,  my  grandparents,  and  give  your 
blessing  to  your  son,  who  kisses  you  with 
love. 

Enzo. 

9^7;  October. 
Dearest  Mother, 

I  do  not  know  who  gave  you  the  news 
that  I  was  coming  back  because  I  was  tired, 
but  certainly  he  cannot  have  been  a  gentleman 
with  much  brain.  If  to  be  tired  were  sufficient 
reason  for  returning  from  the  war,  how  many 
would  have  gone  back  !  And  besides,  in 
regard  to  tiredness  I  am  not  tired.  I  have  got 
my  strength,  and  I  do  not  let  it  go.  Certainly 
everybody  wishes  for  a  little  rest,  but  if  this 
time  of  rest  is  delayed  I  shall  not  even  dream 
of  grumbling,  because  in  my  present  state  of 
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health  and  spirits  it  would  be  wrong  and 
unworthy  of  what  I  am  making  an  effort 
to  be. 

I  had  a  postcard  full  of  love  from  my 
grandparents  in  reply  to  one  I  sent  them. 

The  fur  sacks  for  the  night  have  not  been 
given  us  :  perhaps  because  some  rest  will  be 
given  us  when  the  fine  work,  which  is  the 
work  our  regiment  has  done  for  the  war,  and 
which  will  be  of  the  greatest  comfort  to 
whoever  passes  the  winter  up  here,  is  finished. 
My  hut  is  becoming  more  comfortable  every 
day,  and  even  elegant  with  an  elegance  like 
Robinson  Crusoe's.  Fancy,  out  of  a  box  I 
have  made  a  hanging  bookshelf,  which  gives 
much  grace  to  the  room.  You  see,  therefore, 
that  the  wonderful  sign  of  civilization  which 
the  Germans  saw  in  their  soldiers'  imaginary 
habit  of  taking  with  them  a  book  of  Goethe's 
is  no  longer  their  special  prerogative,  and  it 
is  not  a  sign  of  civilization  at  all,  but  only  a 
way  of  passing  the  time  without  making  a 
noise.  The  weather  is  mild,  and  it  is  not 
snowing  any  longer. 

Kiss  papa  for  me,  and  accept  a  thousand 
kisses  from  your  son 

Enzo. 
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loth  October. 
Dear  Mother, 

You  are  not  very  reasonable  in  blaming 
me  for  not  having  written  to  you  in  July 
because  I  had  a  little  fever.  What  use  would 
it  have  been  ?  In  the  time  that  would  have 
elapsed  between  the  sending  of  my  letter  and 
the  arrival  of  yours  the  very  insignificant 
episode  would  have  already  been  acqua  passata. 
I  let  you  know  exactly  and  minutely  all  that 
happens,  but  it  is  not  necessary  to  stretch 
the  meaning  of  this  word  beyond  what  is 
reasonable.  You  must  not  be  anxious  ;  there 
is  no  reason.     Do  you  understand  ? 

This  morning  was  so  warm  and  clear,  that 
in  many  places  the  snow  has  melted  and  the 
grass  has  reappeared  dry  as  hay.  Now  the 
weather  is  changing  again,  but  it  is  no  longer 
as  bad  as  it  was  some  days  ago.  Yesterday 
evening,  while  I  was  on  guard,  1  heard  a 
chamois  bleating  at  the  bottom  of  the  valley 
towards  the  lake  ;  it  bleated  at  intervals  with 
a  big  hoarse  voice,  which  resounded  sadly  in 
the  silence  of  the  night.  It  seems  that  after 
the  snow  life  in  the  Alps  has  become  more 
intensified.  The  mountain  is  no  longer 
deserted  ;  we  are  no  longer  alone. 
140 


Letters  of  Enzo  Valentini 

My  health  and  my  spirits  are  always  excel- 
lent. 

Kiss  papa  and  Carlo  ;  give  your  blessing  to 
your  loving  son 

Enzo. 


nth  October. 
My  dearest  Mother, 

Do  not  let  the  blood  in  your  veins  freeze 
in  thinking  about  the  cold  in  which  I  live — 
for  not  even  mine  is  freezing  ;  I  am  getting 
accustomed  to  this  also.  As  to  wrapping 
myself  up,  I  have  become  very  clever  at  it, 
as  I  have  already  written  to  you.  If  the 
blanket  is  well  folded  up  and  pinned  at  two 
or  three  strategic  points  with  a  safety-pin 
the  cold  wastes  its  time  if  it  tries  to  get  in. 
And  then  besides  the  blankec  which  we  wear 
wrapped  round  our  bodies  I  have  another 
one  under  me,  and  a  heavy  large  one  over 
me,  which  I  share  with  Betti. 

To-day  is  even  clearer  than  yesterday  and 
the  snow  in  the  diffused  light  has  a  marvellous 
whiteness,  and  the  shadows  are  so  luminous 
that  they  seem  light,  only  of  different  degree. 
The  snow  continues  to  thaw,  and  the  mountain 
is    speckled    with   white    and    brown    like    a 
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leopard's  skin.  Naturally  the  Marmolada 
remains  as  it  was,  and  it  will  certainly  be  white 
till  May.  I  think  the  double-footed  socks 
will  be  very  useful.  I  tried  a  pair  of  woollen 
ones  that  Capalbi  gave  me,  and  I  was  quite 
satisfied  with  them,  because  they  keep  out 
the  cold  at  the  point  where  it  always  tries  to 
attack  our  hardened  carcasses. 

Certainly  it  must  make  you  very  sad  to 
be  so  much  alone  ;  but  as  your  sadness  is 
without  any  doubt  of  high  and  noble  character, 
there  will  be  something  good  even  in  it. 
"  Faut-il  plaindre  celui  qui  pleure  certains 
soirs  au  bord  d'une  mer  assombrie,  ou  bien 
celui  qui  sourit  sans  une  raison  toute  sa  vie 
au  fond  d'une  petite  chambre  ?  "  asks  Maeter- 
linck in  one  of  his  finest  pages  of  consolation. 

Greet  and  kiss  papa,  and  accept  a  kiss  full 
of  deep  love  from  your  son  who  blesses  you. 

"  Benedicta  tu  in  mulieribus.^^ 

Enzo. 


I2th  October. 
Dear  Father, 

I  am  glad  to  have  such  good  news  of  my 
brothers,  and  I  thank  you  for  your  care.     I 
do  not  suffer  at  all  from  the  cold  (besides, 
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to-day  is  the  third  clear  day),  and  the  snow 
on  the  mountain  is  almost  quite  melted  ;  and 
in  regard  to  boots,  those  which  I  brought  with 
me  from  Perugia  are  ideal,  both  for  size  and 
hygiene,  because  they  do  not  let  in  any  damp. 

I  am  sending  you  a  feather  of  an  Alpine 
white  partridge,  which  surely  belonged  to 
its  summer  livery  and  which  has  now  been 
replaced  by  another  white  feather. 

Tell  mother  that,  though  her  letters  are 
very  dear  to  me,  I  do  not  wish  her  to  write 
every  day  if  it  is  too  much  for  her,  especially 
now  that  Toto  and  Carlo  are  away,  the  former 
permanently  and  the  latter,  it  seems  to  me, 
very  often  ;  nor  must  she  compel  you  to  write 
to  me,  because  you  have  so  much  to  do.  Both 
of  you  must  be  very  tired  in  the  evening,  and 
to  write  when  one  is  tired  is  painful,  even  if 
the  heart  is  willing.  If  sometimes,  then,  you 
do  not  write  to  me,  the  happiness  of  having 
spared  you  an  annoyance  and  of  having  let 
you  enjoy  a  moment  more  of  well-deserved 
repose  will  recompense  me  for  not  receiving 
your  letters. 

The  work  of  preparation  for  winter  quarters 
is  going  on  rapidly.  A  little  fort  of  blocks  of 
stone    joined    with    cement    (worthy    of    the 
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Etruscans)  is  being  built  at  the  bottom  of  the 
valley  and  another  one  on  the  top  of  the 
mountain.  These  walls  of  stone  are  two 
meters  thick.  There  are  also  many  wooden 
huts  scattered  through  all  the  valleys.  They 
have  very  steep-pointed  roofs  on  which  the 
snow  cannot  lie,  made  of  a  double  layer  of 
boards.  The  walls  are  of  double  boards,  and 
the  space  betweeu  the  boards  is  filled  up  with 
stones  ;  outside  it  is  protected  by  a  strengthen- 
ing layer  of  stones  and  sods.  These  works  will 
be  the  glory  of  our  regiment,  and  will  give  it 
the  right  to  say  that,  though  not  fighting 
great  battles,  it  has  made  possible  a  difficult 
and  above  all  a  long  war.  I  want  some  hand- 
kerchiefs and  towels,  because  we  cannot  any 
longer  wash  the  dirty  ones  on  account  of  the 
cold,  and  please  send  them  of  very  bad  quality, 
the  cheapest  possible,  because  we  throw  them 
away. 

Kiss  mother  and  Carlo  with  love,  and 
believe  me  always  your  affectionate  and 
grateful  son 

Enzo. 
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iTfth  October. 
My  dear  Mother, 

I  am  really  glad  that  the  visit  of  good 
Gessi,  one  of  our  keen  volunteers,  has  given 
you  true  news  about  me  ;  now  at  least  you 
will  have  no  more  doubt  about  my  deceiving 
you,  and  nobody  else  will  be  able  to  trouble 
you  unreasonably. 

To-day  I  am  on  guard  above  the  lake.  I 
spent  the  night  most  comfortably,  because 
I  chose  a  position  in  a  corner,  and  I  curled 
up  to  sleep  without  being  disturbed  until  it 
was  necessary  to  mount  guard. 

By  the  greatest  good  fortune  my  com- 
panions had  lighted  a  fine  fire  against  the 
rock  which  formed  one  of  the  walls  of  our 
hut,  just  at  my  feet,  so  that  when  I  came 
off  guard  I  wrapped  myself  up  immediately 
and  went  straight  to  sleep,  feeling  in  my  sleep 
my  feet  growing  delightfully  warm  little  by 
little.  All  night  long  the  Austrians  sent  over 
a  great  number  of  flare-bombs,  which  could 
not  be  actually  seen  in  the  thick  fog,  but 
which  illuminated  the  atmosphere  with  a 
diffused  green  fantastic  light.  During  the 
whole  night  rifle  shots  re-echoed  over  the 
glacier,  and  the  man-hujit  in  the  thick  dark- 
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ness    disturbed    the    silence    of    the    eternal 
snows. 

To-day  is  foggy.  I  do  not  know  whether 
it  is  clear  or  cloudy  above  the  mist,  but  for 
the  present  the  fog  does  not  lift,  and  I  think 
with  pleasure  of  the  autumnal  mist,  which 
veils  with  sadness  my  distant  home,  the 
dear  countryside  where  the  olive  is  silently 
bringing  to  maturity  the  healing  oil,  and  inter- 
laces itself  with  the  branches  of  the  pine  in 
front  of  my  window. 

To-day  is  a  day  of  remembrance,*  and  I 
thought  very  much  of  that  dear  soul  whilst 
I  looked  into  the  mist  outside  the  sentry-box 
with  the  same  penetrating  glance  which  those 
two  dear  eyes,  intent  on  some  sport,  had 
once  upon  a  time.  These  loving  thoughts 
made  me  stronger  and  more  trusting  and 
brought  me  nearer  to  you,  to  father,  and  to 
all  who  loved  the  beautiful  soul  who  is  now 
free  in  the  Great  Spirit. 

Kiss  papa  and  Carlo  for  me,  and  accept  all 
my  love  and  a  very  tender  kiss. 

Your  son,  Enzo. 

*  He  remembers  in  these  words  his  brother  Valentino,  whose 
birthday  is  on  the  13th  October,  and  who  died  five  years  ago, 
when  only  fourteen  years  old  ! 
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l/^th  October. 
Dear  Mother, 

To-day  it  has  begun  to  snow  thickly 
again  ;  and  it  is  quite  natural.  I  do  not  know 
how  it  was  possible,  after  the  snow  of  the 
early  days  of  this  month,  to  have  those  three 
cloudless  days  which  were  warm  enough  to 
melt  all  the  snow.  I  shall  be  grateful  if  you 
will  order  from  Seeber  "  Le  Double  Jardin  "  ; 
it  takes  so  long  to  send  books  that  I  shall 
have  time  to  re-read  "  Le  Temple  Enseveli  " 
carefully  before  the  other  arrives. 

Up  here  there  is  nothing  new.  My  health 
is  excellent,  and  my  spirits  also.  The  works 
are  going  on  actively,  but  now  I  have  been 
exempted.  The  captain  is  always  there 
watching,  directing,  commanding,  encourag- 
ing, and  sometimes  for  the  sake  of  example 
he  even  works  himself. 

Though  the  soldiers  work  hard  under  his 
orders,  they  love  him  very  much. 

Kiss  papa  and  Carlo.  Your  son  asks  your 
blessing  and  kisses  you  with  love. 

Enzo. 
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i^tb  October. 
Dear  Mother, 

To-day  we  had  another  opportunity  of 
watching  a  bombardment  near  by.  I  was 
on  guard  in  the  sentry-box  about  midday 
when  the  first  "  210  "  shell  burst,  probably 
at  the  bottom  of  the  pass,  on  the  hill  which 
is  in  front  of  the  lake.  The  roar  was  deafening. 
When  the  shell  explodes  it  raises  a  huge 
column  of  stones,  earth  and  sods,  in  a  dense 
black  cloud  of  smoke,  which  as  it  disappears 
discloses  a  large  hole  and  a  chaos  of  upheaved 
earth  and  snow  blackened  by  the  smoke. 

The  first  shot  was  followed  by  fourteen 
others,  which  have  upheaved  all  the  hollow 
ground  round  the  fort  (which  is  in  course  of 
construction),  happily  without  damaging  it  ; 
for,  as  if  it  was  being  protected  in  some  way, 
the  two  shells  which  struck  nearest  did  not 
explode.  A  third  one  burst  twenty  meters 
from  the  sentry-box,  and  I  saw  it  very  well  *  ; 
it  was  an  unforgettable  spectacle,  horrible 
yet  at  the  same  time  beautiful.  After  this 
shot  I  withdrew  for  safety  behind  a  rock  near 

*  This  fact,  told  so  simply,  like  all  the  events  in  which  Enzo 
took  part,  was  really  much  more  serious,  as  his  companions 
relate,  so  much  so  that  he  was  covered  with  earth. 
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the  sentry-box.  Many  shots  burst  near  our 
field  cannon,  which  continued  to  fire  boldly 
against  that  cursed  observatory  which  was 
the  cause  of  all  this  disturbance.  Then  our 
field  batteries  hidden  behind  one  of  the  rocks 
of  the  M  .  .  .  .  opened  a  very  lively  fire. 
The  small  cannon  of  the  enemy  replied,  the 
shells  continued  to  rain  from  the  sky  at  long 
intervals.  The  wind  had  got  up  and  whistled 
amongst  the  rocks,  but  the  roar  and  the  noise 
of  the  explosions  overpowered  it.  The  sky 
was  rent  ;  the  air  trembled,  impregnated  with 
the  acrid  smell  of  war  ;  the  mountain  re- 
sounded as  if  in  fury,  and  the  stones  and 
splinters  of  shells  reached  our  huts.  Then  it 
all  ceased,  and  the  noble  austere  silence  of 
the  everlasting  mountain  brooded  over  the 
convulsed  valley.  No  damage  :  45,000  lira 
thrown  into  the  insensible  ground,  which  will 
bury  them  in  the  hay-crop  of  some  future 
peaceful  summer.  Now  that  it  has  passed 
(the  mountain  trembled,  but  my  heart  did 
not),  I  am  glad  to  have  lived  through  this 
violent  moment,  and  to  be  able  to  describe 
it.  It  is  cloudy  ;  it  no  longer  snows.  The 
mildness  of  the  air  is  thawing  the  snow,  and 
the  water  is  singing  amongst  the  rocks  and 
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buries  itself  in  the  mud  which  covers  all  the 
paths. 

Best  of  health  and  best  of  spirits. 

Kiss  papa  and  Carlo,  and  give  your  blessing 
to  your  son,  who  is  always  thinking  of  you. 

Enzo. 


i6th  October. 
My  dearest  Mother, 

After  three  days  without  news  from  you, 
I  was  very  glad  this  morning  to  get  yours  of 
the  nth  and  I2th.  The  adventure  of  the  6th 
was  certainly  fatiguing,  and  might  have  been 
very  dangerous — so  much  so,  that  we  might 
not  have  got  back.  But  it  ended  well,  and 
remains  in  the  memory  only  for  its  charming 
and  varied  episodes  ;  it  is  like  a  story  one 
has  read  and  greatly  enjoyed. 
.  To-day  I  have  seen  the  holes  which  the 
Austrian  shells  excavated  when  they  fell  the 
day  before  yesterday  ;  they  are  like  round 
craters,  four  meters  in  diameter  and  two  in 
depth.  The  calibre  was  240,  not  210,  as  I 
erroneously  wrote  to  you.  Round  the  hole 
for  a  radius  of  twenty  meters  the  ground  is 
smoked  and  covered  with  splinters  of  steel 
and  stone  ;   the  overturned  earth  and  torn-up 
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sods  witness  in  their  immovable  silence  the 
awfulness  of  the  brutal  onset. 

To-day  is  splendid  weather.  Since  yesterday 
the  blue  began  to  smile  through  the  cloudy 
sky,  and  towards  evening  a  capricious  wind 
suddenly  covered  Civetta  with  a  quantity  of 
woolly  clouds,  leaving  all  the  sky  clear.  When 
the  moon  silvered  the  glacier  there  was  no 
longer  a  trace  of  clouds  in  the  ultramarine 
sky.  About  dawn,  when  on  guard,  I  saw  the 
sky  beautified  with  the  most  marvellous 
number  of  stars  imaginable.  To-night  it  has 
frozen  ;  I  should  be  glad  if  it  always  froze, 
provided  that  it  was  always  equally  fine. 
To-day  there  is  not  a  shadow  in  the  immense 
light  of  the  sky  except  the  clear  phantom  of 
the  glacier,  but  it  is  a  shadow  full  of  light. 

I  keep  well  and  am  happy,  as  I  should  like 
you  to  be. 

An  affectionate  kiss  to  you  and  papa  and 
Carlo  from  your  son 

Enzo. 


21  St  October. 
My  dearest  Mother, 

Forgive  me  that  I  have  left  you  a  little 
while   without    news.      I   have    been   in    the 
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trenches  since  the  night  of  the  17th.  I  am 
in  no  danger  and  am  well.  The  woollens  you 
sent  me  protect  me  from  my  most  implacable 
enemy,  and  your  letters,  which  reach  me 
here  also,  give  me  a  moment  of  joy  every  day 
which  suffices  for  the  happiness  due  to  an 
infantry  soldier.  May  you  be  always  blessed  ! 
Kiss  papa  and  Carlo  and  give  me  your 
blessing.    I  shall  never  forget  you  ! 

Your  son,  Enzo. 


The  following  notes — sad  details  ! — written 
in  great  haste  during  the  last  six  days  of 
fighting,  and  destined  to  be  used  in  the  letters 
that  he  would  have  written  to  his  mother,  were 
found  on  the  body  of  the  young  hero. 


ijth  {evening). — Orders  received  to  be  ready. 

18/^  {morning,  2  a.m.). — Reveille  ;  coffee 
(calmness).  In  the  trenches.  Vain  waiting. 
The  dawn.  Clear  day  ;  the  rifle  shots.  Going- 
out  of  the  trench  ;  rations  ;  again  in  the  trench 
at  10  o'clock. 

i^th     {morning). — Disturbed     sleep  ;      the 
change  of  position.    On  guard  till  5  p.m.    (The 
attack  on  Sasso  ;    the  echoes,  the  sadness.) 
The  post.     The  small  trench  and  the  fire. 
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20th. — The  mist  ;  the  white  frost  ;  the 
shelter  Venezia.  Calm.  The  cold  ;  the 
weariness  ;  the  uncertainty  of  the  news  ;  the 
waiting  for  the  night  ;  the  waiting  for  the 
day. 

2ist. — It  is  clearing  up.  The  rifle  shots, 
and  the  cannonading.     Tranquil  night. 

22nd  (4  a.m.). — In  the  trench  at  the  Sasso 
di  Mezzodì.  The  tragic  snow-field  at  the 
setting  of  the  moon  (the  ice).  The  gaiety  of 
the  trenches. 


ENZO  VALENTINI'S  WILL. 

On   the   27th  of   June,    191 5,   before  going 
away  to  the  war  I  leave 

To  My  Mother 
for  the  day  of  the  death  of  my  body,  my  last 
wishes      ........ 

Mother,  Darling, 

In  a  few  days  I  shall  start  for  the  front. 
I  am  writing  this  greeting  to  you  which  you 
will  read  only  if  I  die,  and  it  will  also  be  to 
my  father  and  brothers,  and  to  all  those  in 
the  world  who  loved  me.  Because  in  the  world 
my  heart  always  offered  you  its  best  offerings 
on  account  of  the  love  and  gratitude  which  I 
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felt  towards  you,  I  want  you  to  know  my  last 
wishes  : 

I.  Three,  as  you  know,  were  the  joys  of 
my  earthly  life  :    Poetry,  Art,  and  Science. 

In  my  laborious  solitude  my  soul  sought 
to  find  its  way  through  nature  and  through 
art.  I  wish  you  to  keep  in  your  faithful  hands 
some  record  of  my  search,  some  material 
object  that  will  remind  you  what  the  life  of 
my  soul  was  while  it  was  imprisoned  in  my 
body.    And  so  I  leave  to  you  : 

1st.  The  books  I  love,  in  which  the 
heart  rejoices,  the  Spirit  searches,  and 
the   Soul  apprehends  the   Universe. 

2nd.  My  collection  of  insects  which 
gave  me  so  many  hours  of  pure  joy.  Take 
care  of  them,  so  that  the  worms  do  not 
destroy  them  ;  for  worms  are  to  them 
what  worms  are  to  our  bodies  :  they 
are  the  end.  I  also  leave  you  the  cata- 
logue, without  which  the  collection  has 
no  value. 

3rd.  All  my  artistic  attempts,  drawings, 
watercolours,  pastels,  oil  paintings,  en- 
gravings with  their  plates  and  also  the 
engravings  and  original  drawings  by  other 
artists  which  are  in  my  possession.    Think 
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that  Art  has  been  one  of  my  greatest 
joys. 

4th.  All  the  pretty  little  things  which 
adorned  my  rooms  and  filled  my  drawers  : 
book-markers,  flower-vases,  paper-cases, 
trinkets,  clothes — in  short,  all  that  be- 
longed to  me  ;  and  also  the  tools  of  my 
trade,  from  the  microscope  to  the  colours, 
from  my  butterfly-net  to  my  pincers. 

I  would  like  you  to  take  all  these  things 
to  my  room  at  Laviano  ;  you  can  arrange 
them  there  as  you  best  like. 

2.  Many  persons  have  been  very  kind  to 
me  ;  and  you  will  give  to  each  one  of  them, 
as  a  record  of  me,  some  trifle  which  belonged 
to  me,  chosen  by  yourself  amongst  the  things 
for  which  you  care  least.  I  wish  them  also 
to  have  something  which  belonged  to  their 
friend  who  has  disappeared  to  rise  ever  like 
flame,  beyond  the  clouds,  beyond  the  flesh 
{et  ultra  !  do  you  remember  my  motto  ?)  to 
the  sun,  into  the  All  Soul. 

I  inclose,  therefore,  for  you  a  list  of  names. 

3.  Try,  if  you  are  able,  not  to  weep  much  for 
me.  Think  that  if  I  do  not  return  I  am  not 
therefore  dead.  The  lower  part  of  me,  the 
Body,  suffers,  decays,  dies, — I,  no  !     I,  the 
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Soul,  cannot  die,  because  I  come  from  God 
and  to  God  I  must  return  ;  I  was  created  for 
joy,  and  through  joy,  which  is  in  the  depth 
of  every  pain,  to  the  everlasting  Joy  I  must 
return.  If  for  some  time  I  was  a  prisoner  in 
the  body,  I  am  not  therefore  the  less  eternal  ; 
the  death  of  my  body  is  a  liberation  ;  it  is 
the  beginning  of  true  life  ;  it  is  the  return  to 
the  infinite.  Therefore,  do  not  weep  for  me. 
If  you  think  of  the  immortal  beauty  of  the 
Ideas  for  which  my  soul  willed  to  sacrifice  my 
body,  you  will  not  cry.  But  if  yoiir  deep 
mother's  heart  must  weep,  let  your  tears  be 
shed  ;  they  will  be  holy,  because  holy  are 
ever  a  mother's  tears.  May  God  count  them  ; 
they  will  be  stars  in  your  crown. 

Be  strong,  Mother,  darling — from  the 
beyond,  your  son,  who  gave  his  body  to  fight 
against  those  who  would  kill  the  light,  bids 
good-bye  to  you,  to  father,  to  brothers,  to  all 
who  loved  him. 

Enzo. 

2ph  June,  1 91 5. 
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Letter  written  by  the  Captain  of  the  Com- 
pany to  which  Enzo  Valentini  belonged  : — 

2'^rd  October,  191 5. 
Dear  Torelli, 

Very  bad  news  ! 

Glory  and  fate  have  willed  to  set  their  last 
kiss  on  the  heroic  lips  of  the  beloved  Enzo  ! 

Yesterday,  during  a  deadly  attack,  smiling 
with  the  smile  of  the  brave,  he  fell,  struck  by 
five  shrapnel  balls,  three  of  which  were  in  the 
breast,  ever  dreaming  of  the  greater  Italy. 

How  small  we  feel  ourselves  before  such 
unknown  heroism  !  What  a  spirit  of  sacrifice 
did  that  young  and  most  noble  soul  contain  ! 

You  know,  as  well  as  I  do,  how  this  wonder- 
ful Enzo  always  faced  every  danger  with 
enthusiasm,  and  tried,  noble  soul  that  he  was, 
to  bear  his  part  in  all  the  most  perilous 
adventures. 

Let  it  be  told  !  May  pride,  so  wholly  justi- 
fiable, serve  to  alleviate,  if  it  be  possible,  the 
immense  grief  which  news  so  sad  and  at  the 
same  time  so  triumphant  must  inevitably 
produce  in  the  heart  of  his  parents. 

Try  to  find  some  way  to  communicate  this 
most  painful  news  :  I  have  not  the  courage 
to  do  it,  I  confess.    You  better  than  anybody 
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else,  being  near  the  family,  will  be  able  to 
fulfil  this  sacred  charge. 

Poor  Enzo  !  What  a  heart  of  gold  he  had  ! 
T  cannot  rest  for  thinking  of  his  glorious  end  ! 
And  yet  fate  has  willed  it  so  !  Thus  one  dies 
to  live  for  ever  1 

Your  very  affectionate 

Vincenzo  Colagè  (Captain). 


Letter   from   Lieutenant   Mayo,   Volunteer 
in  the  51st  Infantry  Regiment. 
My  dear  Countess, 

I  feel  it  my  first  duty  to  ask  you  to  pardon 
me  for  not  having,  up  till  now,  done  what  I 
knew  would  be  a  comfort  to  you,  and  for  me 
an  affectionate  tribute  to  the  memory  of  a 
noble  and  generous  brother-in-arms. 

It  is  useless  for  me  to  try  and  explain  myself 
and  tell  you  the  erroneous  motives  which 
made  me  at  the  time  incapable  of  writing  to 
you  as  I  am  now  doing. 

Instead  I  will  tell  you  at  once  that  when 
we  were  still  at  Perugia  and  I  was  very  lonely 
there,  I  had  no  opportunity,  or  hardly  any, 
of  knowing  your  son. 

But  I  forgot,  and  fortune  makes  me  remember 
158 


Letters  of  Enzo  Valentini 

at  this  moment,  a  march  during  which  we 
were  caught  in  the  rain,  a  heavy  and  violent 
storm.  To  those  who  had  been  soldiers 
only  a  few  days  it  was  instinctive  to  untie 
from  round  their  knapsacks  their  tent  canvas 
and  to  cover  their  shoulders  with  it,  like 
women  with  shawls  ;  some  of  them  got  under 
one  piece  of  canvas  as  soldiers  got  under  the 
tortoise  in  olden  times. 

Now  I  must  tell  you  that  the  volunteers 
in  the  51st  Regiment  were  for  the  most  part 
working-men  belonging  to  the  democratic 
party,  and  especially  to  the  republicans  from 
Leghorn  and  Romagna.  Amongst  these  volun- 
teers your  son,  although  maintaining  the 
outward  semblance  of  a  private  soldier  (and 
how  he  lived  as  a  private  soldier  I  both  heard 
and  knew  afterwards),  had  joined  some  others 
of  the  company,  and  in  youthful  fashion  they 
wished  to  call  themselves,  as  you  may  know, 
the  company  of  the  Mantellaccio.  Enzo 
Valentini's  birth  and  education  disposed  the 
other  volunteers  to  be  a  little  diffident  and 
curious  as  to  the  future  efficiency  of  this  young 
soldier  noble. 

On  the  day  of  that  sudden  storm  I  was 
silently  surprised  and  sorry  at  seeing  my  new 
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companions  in  arms  calmly  sheltering  them- 
selves from  the  storm.  But  Enzo  Valentini 
with  the  assurance  of  youth  was  able  to  take 
the  opportunity  which  his  evident  superiority 
and  his  gift  of  gentle  sarcasm  gave  him,  and 
scarified  withgood-humoured  chaff  the  feminine 
and  unsoldier-like  fear  of  rain  which  had  been 
shown  by  the  others,  those  standing  around 
who  had  but  little  in  common  with  him.  I 
remember  that  I  envied  him  in  my  mind  his 
power  of  gay  chaff. 

As  soon  as  we  got  to  the  foot-hills  of  the 
Marmolada  on  20th  July,  191 5,  we  were 
separated  into  various  companies  and  I  did 
not  know  anything  more  about  him.  But 
one  day,  in  talking  to  someone  who  had  heard 
news  of  him  which  contrasted  his  conduct 
with  that  of  some  other  volunteers  of  good 
position  who  had  taken  advantage  of  it  and 
accepted  certain  easy  duties,  I  heard  Valentini 
spoken  of  with  unanimous  admiration  and 
pride,  because  he  really  endured  all  the  fatigues 
of  a  private  soldier,  and  that  better  than 
anyone  else.  During  the  march  from  Belluno 
to  the  Malga  he  was  one  of  the  few  who 
carried  their  full  heavy  knapsacks  without 
ever  taking  them  off.  It  was  hardly  possible  to 
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believe  that  there  was  such  power  of  endurance 
in  that  slender,  graceful  form. 

On  loth  October,  191 5,  I  changed  my 
company  and  went  to  the  peak  of  the  Mesola, 
which  is  to  the  left  of  the  Marmolada,  the  first 
Italian  line  in  front  of  the  Sasso  di  Mezzodì  ; 
and  here  once  more  I  met  and  greeted  him 
on  the  march,  a  little  while  before  we  arrived, 
as  he  was  descending  from  Mesola  to  Rocca 
Pletore.  He  was  alone,  evidently  having  got 
leave  and  not  being  frightened  of  a  long  march. 
It  was  a  level  road  (it  is  a  pleasure  for  me  to 
remember  it)  half-way  between  Sottoguda  and 
Rocca  Pletore,  flanked  all  along  by  trees,  by 
wooden  fences,  by  little  farms  and  huts  ;  and 
as  he  passed  near  the  ranks  where  we  mingled 
with  the  volunteers  we  exchanged  greetings. 
Thus  we  saw  each  other  only  for  a  minute 
after  our  separation. 

Our  advance  to  attack  the  Sasso  di  Mezzodì 
was  arranged  for  i8th  October;  and  on  the 
first  day  the  8th  Company,  from  near  the 
lake  under  the  Marmolada,  and  the  5th, 
coming  up  from  Malga  Ciapela,  attacked  first, 
whilst  the  6th  and  the  7th  Companies  were 
held  behind  as  reserves,  remaining  in  huts 
half-way  up  the  Mesola. 
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About  five  o'clock  in  the  evening  whilst  it 
was  snowing  the  two  companies  fell  back  after 
having  undergone  some  losses. 

Every  night  since  17th  October  our  infantry 
had  slept  in  the  open  on  a  high  plain  which 
extended  like  a  hammock  between  the  two 
spurs  of  the  Mesola  and  Sasso  di  Mezzodì,  which 
was  considered  as  the  camp  of  our  advance, 
and  only  when  the  sun  was  high  above  the 
curtain  of  huge  Dolomitic  rocks  did  our  men 
move  forward.  During  those  days  we  never 
reached  the  barbed  wire  which  was  at  the 
foot  of  the  Sasso  di  Mezzodì,  but  we  reached 
two  trenches  in  line,  one  to  the  right  and 
another  to  the  left,  where  the  Austrian  light 
artillery  was  engaged. 

On  the  day  when  Enzo  Valentini  died  I  was, 
at  the  beginning  of  the  action,  beyond  the 
two  trenches  which  we  occupied  during  the 
day  and  abandoned  at  night.  By  a  com- 
bination of  circumstances  it  was  my  duty  to 
be  the  first  man  to  issue  forth  from  our  usual 
night  position,  and  I  was  able  to  get  on  a  bit 
before  the  fire  commenced.  When  I  was  a 
little  ahead  and  the  fire  and  the  advance  began, 
I  went  to  one  side  and  waited. 

I    saw    our    infantry   still    behind   leaping 
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over  the  little  rocks  which  were  before  the 
two  trenches,  and  I  began  to  think  whether 
I  too  ought  to  leap  forward,  shout  out,  and 
show,  if  only  for  a  moment,  that  we  were 
thus  far  ahead,  then  run  on  again,  and 
die. 

Meanwhile  the  8th  Company  was  ascending 
from  the  bottom  of  the  valley  of  "  Fedaia," 
and  your  Enzo,  with  Lieutenant  Mievilovich, 
Sergeant  Guasticchi,  and  Dario  Nicasi,  had 
thrown  themselves  into  the  trench  of  the 
6th  Company.  But  all  at  once  they  jumped 
out,  and  then  in  the  profound  silence  I  suddenly 
heard  a  wonderful  voice  raising  a  cry  that  was 
manly,  clear,  joyous,  like  a  torrent  :  "  Savoia, 
Savoia,  Italia  !  "  In  front  of  the  Sasso  di 
Mezzodì  nobody  but  your  son  and  his  com- 
panions had  up  till  now  shouted  our  battle-cry 
of  "  Savoia,"  because  only  on  that  day  and 
at  that  hour  had  there  been  an  attack  on  the 
Sasso  di  Mezzodì.  He  attacked.  He  did  not 
creep,  but  ran  on  silently,  advancing  according 
to  orders  ;  he  did  not  realize  the  distance  that 
he  had  gone,  nor  how  far  away  our  soldiers 
were  ;  he  did  not  stop  to  ask  whether  they 
had  come  on,  nor  how  many  they  were.  Sent 
to  attack  the   Sasso  di  Mezzodì,  he  made  a 
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direct  assault,  and  before  his  death  he  shouted 
his  own  "  Savoia." 

Had  he  not  died  in  the  conquered  trench 
nothing  would  have  been  different,  because 
if  he  had  not  fallen  he  would  have  reached 
the  trenches  of  the  Sasso  di  Mezzodì,  which 
is  a  very  strong  position.  But  he  was  not 
one  who  ever  asked  "  Shall  we  be  able  ?  "  but 
his  cry  was  always  "  Let  us  go  on,  for  it  is 
thus  that  attacks  are  made  and  inaccessible 
peaks  are  captured."  "  Avanti  Savoia  !  " 
And  shouting  thus  as  he  ran  to  the  attack  he 
fell  on  death. 

I  had  been  some  hours  lying  down  on  a 
little  slope  with  my  forehead  against  the 
corner  of  a  rock  thinking  in  the  first  place  that 
my  feet  were  wearing  away  the  thin  strata 
of  snow  above  the  grass  which  supported  me  ; 
secondly,  that  my  hands  were  freezing,  and 
I  rubbed  them  together,  and  then  that  I  might 
slip  into  the  open,  and  so  I  turned  my  head 
without  knowing  it  until  I  could  see  behind 
and  below  me  black  forms  running  from  rock 
to  rock. 

And  then  upright  and  waving  his  cap  he 
arrived  at  my  side  in  the  open,  running, 
shouting,  and  laughing.     Then  I  too    though 
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with  some  hesitation,  cast  aside  all  considera- 
tions of  prudence  (what  had  we  to  do  with 
prudence  ?)  ;  and  upright  in  the  open  we 
met.  Certainly  I  am  glad  that  on  that  day 
I  was  not  behind  the  others,  and  I  can  assure 
you  that  his  unexpected  appearance  stirred 
me  and  gave  me  once  more  a  fresh  idea  of  the 
need  of  doing  one's  duty  and  of  the  dignity 
which  one  should  always  feel  at  such  moments. 
The  good  it  did  me  to  see  him,  my  mind  being 
already  moved  to  courage,  was  increased  all 
the  more  because  he,  a  representative  of  the 
aristocracy,  of  the  rich  conservative  class, 
showed  himself  more  than  anyone  else  worthy 
of  the  Garibaldian  tradition. 

Alas  !  in  the  present  war  that  particular 
glory  of  youthful  and  overwhelming  fire  is 
hidden,  the  fire  which  the  sound  of  the  name 
of  Garibaldi  and  the  hymns  and  songs  con- 
nected with  him  evoke  in  our  hearts.  But 
if  in  my  memory  I  fix  my  mind  on  that  brief 
moment  of  his  death,  I  see  in  the  sunlight  a 
gleam  of  that  splendid  glory  of  youth  and 
death  for  fatherland  which  Italian  legend 
records  of  those  knights  with  the  sad  smile 
beautiful,  divine,  unvanquished,  before  whose 
dying  eyes  the  great  heaven  of  Rome  and  the 
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tricolour  unfolded  itself.  I  see  it  only  as  a 
flash  in  a  dream,  but  for  the  desire  of  my  soul 
which  had  not  hoped  for  such  a  sign  it  is 
sufficient. 

In  this  mind  I  felt  myself  full  of  joy  at  seeing 
your  son,  and  I  just  said  to  him  :  "  Oh  !  Is 
it  you  ?  You  cannot  believe  what  joy  it  gives 
me  to  see  youl  Come  and  kiss  me."  And  we 
kissed  as  brothers.  I  cannot  consider  as  of 
trifling  import  that  last  kiss  of  his  which  fate 
willed  should  be  given  to  me.  When  I  think 
of  it  I  feel  more  than  ever  that  I  have  failed 
in  my  duty  towards  you,  Madam,  in  not 
writing,  because  I  feel  that  you  should  have 
had  an  account  of  it. 

Gaily  he  at  once  showed  me  his  cap,  fastened 
to  the  side  of  which  was  a  tiny  piece  of  edel- 
weiss. "  On  coming  out  of  the  trench,"  he 
said,  "  I  saw  this  little  edelweiss  ;  isn't  it  a 
jolly  little  thing  ?  It  will  bring  me  good 
luck." 

We  had  been  seen  and  had  hardly  time  to 
take  cover.  Sergeant  Guasticchi  and  I  reached 
an  approach  trench,  under  which  we  stood. 
The  enemy  approached  the  outside  wall. 
The  cannon  fired  two  shrapnels  in  front  of  the 
small  trench,  which  fell  short,  one  of  them 
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to  the  left.  I  was  lying  down  with  my  face 
against  the  earth-parapet.  "  Mayo  !  Mayo  !  " 
they  called  out.  "  If  we  make  a  noise  they 
will  shoot  again,  Mayo  !  "  I  crawled  along 
the  ground  ;  and  there  was  Valentini  sitting 
down  wounded  in  the  breast  !  ! 

We  opened  his  shirt.  He  did  not  cry,  but 
groaned  gently  "  It  is  finished."  Almost 
roughly  I  tried  to  rouse  him.  But  though 
he  made  an  effort  he  felt  bad.  The  lieutenant 
had  called  a  soldier  who  had  come. 

We  decided  to  carry  him  on  a  blanket.  With 
difficulty  we  crossed  the  open  space,  bent 
down,  keeping  close  to  the  ground  the 
blanket  in  which  he  was  ;  then  we  went  on 
more  slowly  and  upright  to  the  place  of  medi- 
cation. Some  Perugian  soldiers  came  to  help 
and  relieve  us.  He  continued  to  groan  gently, 
and  said  that  he  was  wounded  also  in  the 
back.  We  put  him  on  a  stretcher  on  the  ground 
in  the  space  between  the  big  rocks  before  the 
cave  under  the  darkened  vault  of  the  sky 
beneath  the  stars.  He  became  a  little  more 
distressed.  He  asked  for  something  to  drink, 
and  when  he  had  drunk  he  drowsed  off  in 
pain.  A  soldier  near  him  who  had  a  bullet 
in  his  leg  made  a  terrible  noise  with  his  cries  ; 
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in  the  cave  there  were  two  officers  dead,  and 
two  or  three  wounded.  Then  they  carried 
Enzo  into  the  dressing-room,  and  I  was  not 
able  to  see  him  again. 

They  told  me  that  after  his  wounds  had 
been  dressed,  whilst  he  was  being  carried  on 
the  stretcher  from  the  huts  of  the  6th  Company 
half-way  up  the  Mesola  to  his  lake,  he  seemed 
to  pass  as  if  in  sleep  from  fainting  to  death. 

I  think  that  he,  though  knowing  himself 
to  be  worse  than  we  thought,  did  not  believe 
that  he  was  going  to  die. 

He  is  still  alive  to  us  in  the  glory  of  his 
youth  there  up  in  the  Alps  waving  his  cap 
with  its  little  edelweiss  as  he  ran  forward 
shouting  "  Savoia  !  " 

And  there  in  the  Alps  he  thus  awaits  you, 
Madam,  to  give  you  that  kiss,  that  last  kiss 
which  he  had  that  day  on  his  lips  for  you. 

May  your  grief.  Madam,  be  as  he  wished, 
always  tempered  by  the  recollection  of  a 
painful  yet  proud  joy. 

Believe  me.  Madam, 
Yours  faithfully, 

Carlo  Mayo. 
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